


i a. 








te nal 
a 












A... be a a : ~i 











- . 
— —_ a aD -_ 








——- ee 





| 








- 





Made up into a 


PACKET 


FOR .T EE 


ENTERTAINMENT 


O. Feed . BE | 


Court, City, and Country. | 


To be continued MONTHLY. 














a 
. 
For JANUARY, 1706. 
| | em tan iafiedlllicatiesional 4 
: | Carmen amat guifquis carmine digna gerit. 
gZ 
| ” — ee ED .. CE 1 Reece we om ——meneene 














eo. oe — & er ew} A at te eae 
ee 


. 


- ~ -* — Se ee Oo 
Re a Ye 


: ‘Printed for H. Playford, and Sold for him by Fobn Nutt, near Statio- 


ners-Hall, and at moft Bookfellers Shops in London and Weftminfter 
17006. | | 
nil rm AS Sa 


LONDON: 











The Diverting-Pott, 


* 
Uy gt ae. 





oe 























Se Rn a een Pe 


inet 












tn PS AONE RO LET ALE LL LE SE EE ETN OS Tig em 

















my 


A CS ENS. S 
me Se or 





ne 


yet 

























: oe < eS 7c es. 


+ 


Pe 


7 perc” 9 : > hehehe war | 
WE RRO ee Aelita ENR ME tory 









sae aay 


. 


we ° at as AB ag Be 5 "eri VERS pha oni RA 


Set ep Riga ee a PIS MN ig tab alino ™ 
f ¥ ¢ a of or te - 





ey 


oF 


wiki 


ad 


- as ee ms mn 
ie ie is 


Rape 8 

















ad wren 
a 
wae 
ee” 
oe i 
eres, 











Zo the Gentry of the County of Kent. 


Hor. Lib. 4. Ode 8. 


HE debts of Gratitude long topay, 
And treat my Friends in fome uncommon 

Did I on Canvafs fam’d Van-Dyck excel, (way. 
Whofe artful Pencil copy’d Nature well ? 
Could I do what great Gibbons can alone, 
Like old Deucalion, animate a Stone, 
Believe me, Sirs, I fhould not then forget 
To lay my Skill’s beft product at your Feet ? 
But ceafe, fond wifhes, whither would ye ftray 2 
I never can oblige you either way : 
Befides you only prize thofe Images, _ 
Which not the Body, bur the Soul exprefs: 
Verfes you love, and Verfes I can fpare, 
And cell how good, how great a Gift they are. 


Not ftately Caftles rais’d at publick coft, 
Which foon with their Infcriptions will be loft ; 
Not a fuperior Army overthrown, 

A captiv’d Genr’ral, and a Country won ; 
Not the Bavarian’s flight, when forc’d to quit 
His Land, his Subjects by a quick retreat. 
Could ever juftice do to Churchill's Fame, 

Or long preferve his Merits, and his Name: 


But if unequal’d Phillip’s does rehearfe 
His wondrous Aétions, in as wondrous Verfe, ¢ 
The Hero lives to all fucceeding Years. J 


If your gteat Deeds, no Poet fhall proclaim, 
Thou’lt have recompence for doing them. 
Unhappy would fair I/ia’s Son be found, 

Were his high Merits in Oblivion drown’d. 
At well-rewarding Poetry’s command, t 


Jult Aacus forfook the Sygian Sand, 


And big with joy beholds th’ B/fian Land ; 
Verfes F cbid a worthy Man to dic, 

And Crown the Brave with Immortality. 

Becaufe the facred Nite kis worth approve, 

The great Alcides Feaftsin Heav’n with Jove. 
When Leda’s Egg-born Sonsin fight appear, 
They rid the trembling Sailer of his fear : 

Silence the Winds; and galm the Billow’s roar, 
And Steer the fhatter’d Veflel to the Shoar. 

‘The jolly God extent with gen’tous Wine, | 
Whillt Vine-leavesround about his [emplestwine, 
Réccives Men’s Pray’rs. vouchfafingthem a nod, 
By whofe effetual Verfes he commenc’d a God, 
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An Almanack fent to a young Lady for 
a New-Ycars-Gift, 


LET the half witted World condemn my thri ft 
To fend a new Year for a New-Years.Gif?, 
Although fome things may bear a common price, 

Intents give Value to the Sacrifice, 

Prefents of —_ e Gold, Corinthian Plate 

The fpoii of Silk- worms carry fhew and fate. 
But you that better know the Gift I fend 

Who have a nobler Soul, and apprehend 
Beyond the Face, and outward bark of Things, 
May find wealth here above the Crown of Kings. 
Thofe glories loft may be regain’d, what power. 
Can call again the fhorteft Day or Hour ; 

And yer I fend a Year to you, that know 

Beft to employ it, and ro make it grow, 

More freth and precious by the fair experice 

Ot rhofe foft Hours, atrend your Innocence: 

So happy new Year to my Love, and may 
The Hours contend to Bll up every Day 

With fome new Bleiiings to your Heart, untif 
The Year with Joys his Golden number fill. 


—— ~~ ee 


— -_ 





Sees 


ee 


To a young a Lady on her Birth-Day. 
By Mr. F/emry Dennis, 


1. 

WHEN at the rife of Light, the Sun 

Profufcly Shines with infanc Ray, 
Vedreadthe Beams of rurure Noon, 
And fear the Heat of growing Day. 
2. , 

Soat your Dawn, when firlt thofe Eyes 
Immoderarely bright did reign, 

Ev’n thence how many date their Sighs, 
That early felt the burning Pain. 


3. 
Is’r not enough, ye Gods we bow 
To you, aud own Caleftial Pow’r ; 
But Earth muft have her Deities too, 
And thus we flavifhly adore ? 


ae 4. 
Well, let divided Incenfe {moke, 
I’m fure Clarinda hath her fhare, 
Where my Eyes dictate I’ll invoke, 
And to her fhrine dircét my Prayer. 


5. 
Such beautious Eyes, a Wit fo rare, 
Might into flavery all Men draw, 
But fhe with a Majettick Air, 
Where Love fhould be commands an aw. 
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So fweet look’ new created Eve, 

Ant Righe apy oo her Charms difplay, 

of his Prerogative, 
Male the Worlds mighty Lord obey. 
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To Silvid. By Mr.J. B. 


D! D you poflefs fair Inda’s wealthy Land, 
LY Or cou’d the Treafures of the Wt command, 
I could not Love you more----- 

Nor fhou’d the Poverty of Irus move, 

My Heart to render up its fixed Love. 

Shou’d all that Beaury be an Off’ring made 

To wrinkled Age, and, as this comes, that fade; 
Shou’d the White Lilly hang its drooping Head, 
And feem, alas! in all appearance Dead, 

Thofe Ruby Lips forfake their Charming Dye, ? 
And all from the once deareft Objeé fly, ¢ 
And nought appear but Paula to the Eye ; 

Yet fo much Goodne& wou’d be left behind, 

It wou’d oblige me to be ever kind. _ 

Shou’d any Sicknefs o’re your Body raign, 
And rack thofe tender Limbs with tharpeft Pain, 
Yet I would fill che conftant Partner be 

To thare my deareft Silvia’s Milery. 

But ail chofé Proteftations are in vain, 

And I but injure what I wou’d maincain ; 

For where thofe Eyes a Conqueft do deliga, 
The Captive cannot but be ever thine. 
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On at Orange Flower plac’d betwixt Sil- 
via's Breafts. By Mr.J. B. 
he 
Rit Flower, what of your Couftry’s Warmth 
you want, ? 
The Beaureous Si/via’s charming Eyes do grant ; 
And what this Frigid Climate cannot give, 
You from their warmer Influence receive. 
Ah! let it not repent thee that thou’rt come 
So great a diftance from thy Native Home ; 
For to be there, and there improv’d like you, 
Who wou’d not wifh to be tranflated too? ~ 


I cou’d, to gain the Place, defire to be 
A Flow’r my felf, | fo much Envy thee. 
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The Miferies of Humane Life , from the 


Greck of Pofidippus. 


Alas: what State-of Life is free from Care! 
There’s endlefs Noife and Wrangling at the 
In City’s Hurry, inthe Country-Toyl, (Bar. 
Scorms on each Seat tad Rébbers on each Soil. 
The Poor muft ev’ry Hardhip undergo, 
And he that’s Married has his fhare of Woe! 
Bat yet the Man who meanly fears to Wed, 
Reaps not the Comforts of the Marriage Bed. 
Parents with Children many Crofles bear ; 
~w¥ ct, how uneafy is't to want an Heir! 
Pally and Youth for ever will be joyn’d, 
But Age is weak in Body and in Mind, 
Then, {ince in Life no folid Blifs we fpy, 
Chufe rasher not to be, or foon as Born to dye. 
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Ja Mrs. Crowftitch ia Petticoat-Lane. 


BEng ya Cut out for your Ladifhip, I 
hope you will nor deny my Suit, when I fend 
this Bill to Canvafi for me, and to tell you, That 
for Sheer Love of you my Heart is burnt like my 
Thread, and Red hot as my Goofe. I have long en- 
deavour’d to keep my Paflion under-board, but I 
might as well try to empty the Thames with my 
Thimble, as think that the Seams ot my Affection 


would not appear, though never fo well Fine-drawn * 


and Prefs'd. So that, finct I could not Pocker ic, 
I was refoiv’d to go through Stitch, and face it out, 
though it fits Ii! upon me. I fhould not care q 
Button, it | had any 'Loop-hole to creep out at; 
but conlidering 1 am {fo Hemm’d in, and the Bor- 
der of my Heart fo Tack¢ to the Skirts of yours, 
that they cannot well be unripp’d. I muh beg 
you to look into the Lining r my Breaft; and 
then, if you are not as Blind, or as Sharp as your 
Needle, you muft needs return an Inch of your 
Love for a Yard of mine, and not fuffer the Sop- 
ing-filk of my Love to be alipp’d by the Sciffars of 
your Cruelty, which can eafily bring to Rags, 
and confequently Condemn to Hell, your Ladi- 
{hips without Mea/ure. 3 


From Thread-Needle- 
Sircet. . 


Timothy Buckram, 
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To Mr. Crown, feeing Clarinda with a 
Play of his Deftrudtion of Jerufalem, ond 
bearing her commend it. 


Bie above Words, oh, more than mortal Bard { 
Lucinda reads thy Verfe, and gives Reward, 

Once did the Stage approve thy de Choice ; 

Now thy Reward feems doubled: by her Voice; 

Applaufe from her exceeds whole Crowns of Bays, 

Bounds ev’n Defire, all Labour over-pafs, 

Sure fhe alone without Medea’s Charm, 

Has power to make old Gingling 4rfon Warm: 

Thy Praife when utter’d by fo frie a Mufe 

Beings Youth once more,and drooping Wit renews, 

Seek no Parnajfw, String no Foreign Lyre, 

Her Mein demands thy Strains, her Eyes infpire. 
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Opon a Moufe that was kill’d Ly a Bible 


thrown at ber. 


HA il happy Moufe! whom fach a glorious Death 
* ‘Tranflared hence,depriv’d of Air and Breath: 

We, at thy envied Fortune, mult Repine,. 

Becaufe the Stroak that kill’d thee, was Diving; 

It was the Word of Heaven thy Soul releaft 

By th’ Difpenfation of a Mortal Fift, 

strange Fate indeed! (for here thy Fate began) 

‘That that fhould killa Moufe, which favesa Man > 

Buc we'll not grieve-——If, after Death, there be, 

A happy Place tor Mice, it is for thee ; 

For thee, who living, didft the Gods adore, 

And to thy Grave thy Teftimony bore, 

‘That Martyr fure no Happinefs can lack, 

Who died with Law and Gofpel at his Back ; 

Farewel, 
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Farewel, we cannot wifh thee here again, 

To futter what we feel, both Fear and Pain 

Fear while the Owls and Cats in Ambuth lye, 
And Pain, when caugiit, and tortur’d e’re we dye; 
Farewel, for thou, a happier Stare, doft know, 
Where all tlie choiceft Cats in common grow, 
Where neither Foes nor Danger can invade, 

But Peacc and Plenty crown your quiet Shade. 





ee ee — — 
—— —<—.o we ee 
peendiieeieed Se ee 


The Ox———d_ Belles. 


Glace you, my Friend, fo much defire to know 
\" The Bells that in the Mufes Garden grow; 
Look in my Verfe, and as along they pafs, 
Behold their Failures in a faithfu Glak. 

Firft then, weall confefS Flore Fair ; 

How black her Eyes, how beautiful her Hair ! ‘ 
Bur ah! with half her Teeth fhe wants an Air. 
Corinna’s Face has much of Sweetnefs in’r, 

But fure her Eyes can ne’re the God Imprint 

For when fhe triesto languifh em, they Squint. 
How well Irene at diftance does appear ! 

And yet how Haggard,and how Rough,when near! 
Climenes notly Mirch will never do, 

At once fhort Wafted, and fhort Sighted too, 
Unweildy Waddles, with her sant? Mein, 

And tanctes fhe’s extreamly like the Q—, 

Of our negleét Camiila does complain, 

And Patches,Powders,Paints, and Pad’s in vain : 
Of new Intrigues does jultly now Defpair, 

And quite leaves off ber Stays,and Morning Prayer. 
The Plump Panthea weighs Six thoufand Pound, 
Of which her Breafts are half a hundred found, 

In vain at Wir, the wanton Creature tries, 

And Talks away the Triumph of her Eyes. 

How T audry Stella fweeps the Gazing Green, 

A Nymph fo Tall and Young, is feldom feen, 
She’s juft full SeventeenHands,and comesSixteen, 
Miftaking Mira ftill will Scarlet wear, 

And nicely fuits the Ribband to her Hair ; 

So bright a Blaze no Mortal Man can bear! 
Evadne’s am’rous Eyes would move Defire, 

Did fhe not fhew the Whites too much at Quire ; 
While Eafy Flora Laughs, and Talks, and Srares, 
And notice takes of all things but the Prayers. 
Sabina fays a thoufand pretty i 
Which we forget with Pity when fhe Sings. 
Vidoria’s Voice would touch each tender Youth, 
Could you but Sow up half the Syrens Mouth. 
Firft, in the Fafhion, Midemant appears ; 

Firft in the Fafhion, burt the laft in Years ; 
Long fince, beheld, her fading Beauties Noon, 
Left off by All, and ev’n below Lampoon. 
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On a firft Fit of the Gout. 


Promife of Health,that haftalone thePow’r 
T’ attend the Rich, unevy’d by the Poor. 
Thou that doft 4/fulapius deride, 
_ And o’re his Gally-pots in Triumph ride! 
Thou that art us’d t’ attend the Royal ‘Throne, 
And under-prop the Head that wears the Crown! 
Thou that in Privy-Council oft doft wait, 
And guard from drowfy Sleep the Eyes of State! 
"Thou that upon the Bench art mounted high, 
And warni the Judges how they tread awry! 
Thou that dott oft from pamper'd Prelate’s Loe, 
Emphatically urge the Pains below ! 


W Elcome,thou friendly Earneft of thePow' 





ee 


Thou that art always half the City’s Grace: 
And add’ft to folemn Noddle, Eien Pace ' 
Thou that art ne’re from Velvet.Slippet free, 
Whence comes this unfought Honour unto me! 
Whence does this mighty Condefcenfion flow, 
To vifit my poor Tabernacle? ————-Oh ! 

As Fove vouchfaf’d on Ida’s Top, ’tis faid, 

At poor Phileman’s Cot to take a Bed, 

Pleas’d with his poor, but hofpitable Feaift, 
Jove bid him ask, and granted his Requeft ; 
So do Thou grant (for thou’rt Race Divine, 
Begot on Venus by the God of Wine 

My humble Suit; or either give me Store 

To entertain thee, or ne’re fee me more. 
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From Horace, Ode rrth, Lib. 1. 


I. 
[|X uire not of the Stars to know 
_ What they cannot reveal, 
Since Fove the Time the Fates allow 
Does prudently conceal. 


IT, 
Ne’re ask how long thou haft to live, 
But live the Time thou haf: 
Whether Fove grant a long Reprive, 
Or make this Hour thy laf. 


IT. 
Let Love and Wine divide thy Hours, 
Which {wiltly Glide away. : 
Ufe well your Time, while yet ’tis yours, 
Nor ‘Tick with Heav’n a Day. 
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A RIDDLE: 
Hough born I was of Flefh and Blood; 49 


many more thingsare; _ ; 
Yet neither Flefh nor Blood int me did ever yet 


appear 

When | 
Born and Bred ; : 

To pleafe my cruel Mafter’s Mind, a Knife cut 
off my Head. 

Black Poyfon I was forc’d to drink, which made 
me foon grow mad ; 


I made {worn Brothers deadly Foes, I made true 


Lovers glad ; 

I made tie Subjeét kill his King, and Ties of 
Duty fail, 

I made the L—ds and C——-—ns jar, and Convo- 
cations rail. 

Such gl have already done, and more I fhall 
do ftill. 

bt = do nothing of my felf, but all againft my 

lil. 
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was taken from the Place where I was 


iin. 


eS Be: > 


The Dove. ByJ.&. 


UST asthe Morn began the Dawn, 

When Shadesot Pa were {carce withdrawn, 
A Deve to Strephon’s Window flew, = 
Repeating there his mournful Cooe; 
Whole Accents render as Love, 
The lift'ning Swain to foftnefs move; 
Each Sigh 4 Widow’d Turtle vents, 
Is Love's moft powertul 
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| tf héi Mate’s Ablence claims fiach Grief, 


© What Bleflings muft the Prefence give ? 
* What Joy, what Raptures, then are found, 
** In happy Lover's W ifhes crown’d? 
Thus S:rephon thougort ; and as he though, 
A not unplealing Change # wrought: 
His Mind was foftned with Defire, 
He felc-a kind unufual Fire ; 
He Loves, but whom, he knows not yet, 
The riext fair Nymph that fhall be met. 
Fly genrle Bird, fly to thy Queen, 
Tell her what Servant thou haft been ; 
Bid Cupid lay his Arrows by, 
And in his Mothers Bofom lye: 
Thou with more eafe canft foften Hearts, 
Without the help of potnred Darts, 
Without the fharper pointed Eye, 
Or every Grace it e’re can {py. 
For thou haft chang’d Love’s Portal here, 
And made it enter at the Ear. 
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A SONG. 


G Ive me thofe Eyes, give me thofe Charms, 

S That govern’d are by Art; . 

That can our Beaux fubdue in Swarms, 
Though Beauty has no Part. 


Since each affected Glance can move, 
Bright Nature we'll defpife: 

What need of Merit, or of Love, 
To make a Fop your Prize? 


We live in fuch a wretched Age, 
What can our Paiflions move: 


Cowards and Boys in Fewds engage, 
And awkard Fools make Love. 


oe 





Upon a Lady. 


¢Mownbes valido nupfi, nunc firmior Annis 

~ Ex fucco & tremulo fum foriata Viro — 

Vile fatigavit teneram, bic etate, Valentem 
Inzalam totad mofle jacere fui. 

Dum noilem limit, fed dum volo non licet uti 
O Hymon! aut Annoi, aut mibi redde Virum, 


Wier I was very young, I married One 

With~ youth and vigour bleft. but now ’'m 
[ older grown. 

When every Pulfe beats quickthe flowing ftreams 

Of wanton Blood that {parkles in my Veins, 

I'm noos’d in that indifloluble Tye 

To rrembling impotent Antiquity: 

The firft my tender Years fatigu’d and tir’d, 

And gave Benevolence; when ne’re defir'd; 

Bur this 

Lies like a Log, and has not power to move, 

Or once to let me talt of Balimy Love ; 

WhenlI -e’re valu’d ir, i then wascloy’d, 

But now I ask the Blifs, curs’d fate! it is deny’d! 

Oh iymen, Hymen! ‘Thee! mutt implore, 

Make me a foolifh Child again, or now the Man 


 reftore. 





EPIGRAMS. 


Lingua potentior Armis. 


Uno tomat Lingua, dum fulmine Jupiter inftat 
Concutit ille Polos, fed quatit Jovem. s{{4, 
, , 


é Tranflated — 


W Hen Fove and Funo. can’t agree 
About Czleftial Soveraignty, 


His Thunder fhakes the Orbs above, 
But her damn’d Tongue fhakes the thundring Fove: 





To the Phyfitians upon a Diffection. 


NE vexate Czures, non deemut Corpora Cultris 
Pharmaca qui Surit veftra, Cadaver erit, 


Tranflated_ 


T Rouble not your felves, ye Butchering Fools, 

Our Bodies want not your diffectiag Tools, ' 
For he that takes your Drugs, and poifnous Stuff, 
Ple {wear will be Anatomiz’d enough. 





On the Death of Silvia’s Squirril, 
By Mr. J. B. 


pee Pug! what pitty ’tis, that fate, 

Should give thy Life no longer date, 
When all the Joys that cou’d accrew 
Toharmlefs Creaturemet in you ; 
Happy ina pretty Seat, 

Large enough, tho’ not fo great 

As many are 
Adorn’d with all the Rarities, 
Befitting fuch an Edifice ; 

A Chain about thee thou didft wear, 
Which to another might appear 

A ftriét Confinement, bur to thee 

It was the greateft Liberty ; 

For, being tame, thy nimble Feet 
Defir’d no farther bounds than that ; 
Plenty of Food, of every rhing 

‘That might to thee Contentment brin 
But that which rais’d thy Blif fo high, 
Was charming Si/via’s Company ; 
That was thy chiefeft Happinefs, 
The Centre of thy circling Joys; . 
For thou would’ft often come and {tand, F 
And gently take from her fair Hand, : 
Thy daily Food of Nutts, whilft the 
Would charm thee into Extafie 

With pretty Talk, tis probable, 

That what fhe meant thou cou’dft nor tell: 
But, certain cis, che fweeteft found, : ' 
And charming Accents made thee bound, 
And frisk about her to reveal 

Raptures to mighty to conceal 
Unhappy Pug ;—-—— 

Such was thy Miltrifs, fich thy ftate, 

I’o be admir’d and envy’d at; 





? 
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But now no more, no more fhall fhe 
Beitow her words, and {miles on thee : 
No more fhall her fair Hands be faid, 
To grant fuch Favours to the Dead ; 
In vain the Nymph in Sighs appears, 
In vain diftilling Criftal ‘Tears 

For thy unhappy Fate; in vain 

Of cruel Deftiny complain ; 

In vain alas! does Si/via mourn, 

For thou canft never more return. 


+ 
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The Turtle, an Elegy. 


|F Brutes, as Learned Bards of late would prove, 

Are only Engines, and like Clock-work move, 

Say, how my deareft Bird, my charming Dove, 

Knows that deftructive Ill, has Sence to Love ? 

For what’s her cooing on my panting Breatt, 

But the fad Stery of her Love diftreft, 

Soft trembling Murmurs, fond Defire declare, 

And mourniul founds her Jealoufy and Fear. 

Say then, ye Sages, by what fecret Springs, 

Matter and Motion aét fuch wondrous Things? 

_ Whence dothey draw this high Prerogative, 

Enjoy that courted Privilege, to live, 

Unlefs the Souls that croud the fpacious Air, 

By Heav’n’s decree be tranfmigrated there. 

Bieft Innocence! kind melancholick Dove! 

Thou fweet Companion in unhappy Love! 

Some Spirit all divine, my deareft Bird, 

Surely to thee, its Emblem was transterr’d ; 

And fome kind Being that prefides above 

Sent.thee to eafe, revive, and kindle Love. 

Pity my Suffering then, and bear apart 

In the juft anguifh of a faithful Heart. 

Swilt as my Withes to Ofris fly, 

While in. his Abfence ev’ry hour I dye. . 

In moving Accents ‘all my Grief exprefs, 

Grief which, I fear, will foon be paft redrefs. 

As Beams of Light‘united fiercer preve, 

Abfence contraéts Defires,; and makes us burn in 
Love. 

When fome ill turn of unrelenting Fate 

Robs thee of all thy Blifs, thy loving Mate, 

In grieving Notes the fatal Change you tell, 

And lift’ning Swainscommiferate your Il, 

_ Haft then, and fuch expretiive Sounds repeat, 

To move O/jris to an equal Hear, 

And, wing’d with am’rous Speed, he'll fly to 
mend my Fate. 
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The Beggar and Highway-men. 


O N E Morning very early, there was a Couple 
7 of well-rigg’d Thieves, juft a going from 
their Ini. a Hunting upon the King’s High-way, 
a careful Beggar was, watChing at the Door for an 
Alms; and as they pafs’d by, Dear Mafter, /ays 
the Beggar, for Heavens fake, give me a Farthing? 
a one of the Thieves to the ether, What a Son 
of 4 Bitch thar old’ Dog is, to beg for Heaven’s 
fake of aCouple of Highway-men? The poor Beg- 
par went on, Oh, good Mafters ! pray God prof- 
er whatever you go about Night or Day. Damn 
him , fays the Theif, the Dog prays for our Prof- 
perity; however, lets give him Six pence. 





Common Thieves, 4s well as Men of Fuftice, call 
“Sutee/s a Bieffing. 


The Sixteenth Fable of the Fifth Book 
Pheedras Parapbras d. 


Ong had a Ship ia dreadful Scorms been toft: 
L At mr the Pilot gave her o’re for loft, 
And the fad Paflengers with hideous Cries, 
Contefs’d prevailing Fears, and rent the Skies: 
Nothing was feen but Horror, Dread, and Fear, 
And Death in all its Terrors did appear; 

But the rough Tempeft on a fudden ceas’d, 

And the Sea’s raging Fury was appeas' 

ae Phebus fhone, and with a chearfil Ray, 

Difperft the Clouds, and brought again the Day. 

7 _ purfu’d her Courfe with profperous 
ales, 

And calmer Winds fwell’d her expanded Sails. 

The Paffengers feeing the Danger o’re, 

Rejoyc’d as much as they had griev'd before ; 

But the grave Pilot, wifer than the reft, 

‘Thus to the joyful Crew himfelf exprefs’d: 

** Friends, to your Paifions never thus give way, 

** But over them bear a commanding Sway, 

“ In Joy as well as Grief avoid Excefs, 

** And ftrive an even Temper to poflefs; 

** For Human Life with Joy and Grief is mixt, 

‘* Every thing changes, nothing here is fixt. 


The MORAL. 


of 














If Fortune Smiles, be not to vain, but fear; 
If Fortune Frowns, hope fiill, and don't defpair. 


~~ 
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On Cxlia quenching her Thirft at a Rivolet. 


pai Celia pafling through a verdant Mead, 
To cool her Thirft was to a Riv'let ftray’d: 
Where fhe perceiv’d the lazy Stream had loft 
Its Courfe, condens’d to Chryftal by the Froft; 
Which had perhaps enamour’d at herSight, 
Begg’d of December Chains to {top its Flight ; 
But the kind Sux did with his warmer Beams, 
Diffolve the Ice into its Native Streams: 
And th’ angry little Brook , deny’d by ftay, 
Was enjoy’d flying, wept, and went away. 














Coyne/s Punifh'd. 


B* various artful Methods oncel ftrove, __ 
To blefs my felt with fair Belinda’s Love: 
I Wrote, Brib’d, Sigh’d and Swore, the Nymph 
to gain; By. 
Billets, Bribes, Sighs, and Oaths, were all in vain; 
For, ah! the Charmer being Coy as Fair 
Laugh’d at my Pains, and drove me to Defpair. 
Then I grew hopelefs of a kind Return, 
Belinda ceas'd to pleafe, my Flame to burn. 
Since that Indifference, the changing Fair 
With am’rous Glances would my Soul enfnare ; _ 
With. Glances mixes Sighs, to Sighs yoyas Tears, 
To Tears adds Prefents, and to Prefents Pray’rs; 
A thoufand Arts fhe tries, a thoufand Charms, 
To bring, whom once fhe hated, to her Arms. 
But now in vain the fickle Beauty {ues 
To me for Lave, which once the did refule. 
Thus tott’ring Kingdom’s Help in vain Implore 
From ae to whom they Help deny’d yas 



















































‘MARTIAL 
| FOR cum fugeret fe Fannius ipfe peremt, 


Dic mihi non furor eft ne moriare mors. 


imitated on the French. 


CExtain of Fate, yer doubtful which to choofe, 
Before are Waves, behind purfuing Foes ; 
Thus loath to dye, yet {till more loath to yield, 
: mn themfelves for fear of being kill’d. 
So whilft the Hart the Chafing Hounds would 





Into the hungry Lyon’s Den he ran. 





In Saltation Herodiadis. 


[Ne tot patinas aliam Rex Improbe pofeis 
Quantum erat banc epulis non  adeffe tuin 

Quod te non puduit fecifje Tyranne, fecuris 
Erubit tanti tinéla cruore Vira 

Penitet ab Furaffe, fides quin tuta negants 
Effet, nam regno plus rogat t/la tuo 

In faleu potuit que tam Levis Effe puellam 
In vofis adeo quis putet Effe grevem ? 


Tranflated. 
A Mons {o many Difhes, fuch a Feaft, 


Herod, this one you might have fpar’d at leaft. 
What thou didft, not the reeking Ax blufh’d for, 
Stain’d with fo great a Sin, as Holy Gore. 

Yet you repented of your Oath, when e’re 

You heard the vaft Importance of her Pray’r. 
Had you refus’d, your Faith had yet been whole ; 
Yet promis’d half, bur fhe ask’d more than all, 
Tis ftrange that her Requefts, who was {6 light 
In Dancing, fhould be of fo great a weight. 








The Grove. Ey Mr. John Paige. 
HA kindeft Refuge for my Love diftreft , 
Grove, with the Nymphs and Graces Pre- 

fence bleft. | 

Where I with Pleafure can indulge Defpair, 

Augment my Love, and feed the darling Care. 

My Love, which through thy whole Extent 
appears, 

While ev'ry Tree the Myftick Cypher bears: 

My Love, which all the lift’ning Birds around 

Have learn’d to mourn, and know the frequent 
Sound. | 

~ When num’rous Sighs from my heav'd Breaft did 
rife ; 

Thy ——— ‘Trees reply'd in Symparhetick 
Sighs, 

And when my raging Grief for Tears did call, 

Faft as my Tears their pitying Leaves would fall, 


But furethy filent Shades were made to prove 
The kinder Scenes of more fuccefsful Love ; 
Hence my Defpair, and for a while Retreat, 
lo Thoughts at leaft, Pil Lote ates my Fare. 
See where fhe comes with all herCharms difplay’d, 
By kind Appointment to a lonely Shade. 





C6) 






Her Looks ferene, her Coynefs laid afide, 

As foft, as languid, as a Longin Epa, | 

Loofe and undrefs’d, and only ht to play, 

And warm my Soul, impatient of delay. 

Then bold in Thought her Image I embrace, 

Gaze on her Charms, and kif§ her Vifionary ‘ 
Face. 

But nobler Joys my willing Soul employ, 

a J fanci'd Blifs, which doth i felf de- 

roy. 

Thus Leven pleafingly themfelves delude, 

And feed their Fancies with imagin’d good ; 

Bur, undecciv’d, the Wretches fadly know, 

They only dreanrd of Joys, but feel fubftantia! 
Woe. 








To Sleep. By Mr. A. 


Sot Charmer of our Cares, whofe kind Relief 

Gives us, cach Night, a Refpite from our 
Grief ; 

ae the poor Man Wealth, the tortur’d 
Reit, — 

And mak’ft the Wretched equal with the Bleft : 

By thee, far diftant Friends are brought to view, 

And Love, by Abfence long impair’d, renew. 


Since banifh’d from my dear Facinta’s Sight, 
I live condemn’d to fee the hateful Light, 
Pity my Woes, and when thy next furprize 
Stops the impetuos Torrents of my Eyes, 
In her bright Form, to eafe my Mind appear, 
The nobleft Figure thou canit chufe to bear: 
Stamp feeming Marks of Sorrow in her Face, 
Juft not enough to wrong its Native Grace, 
Let the cold Farth appear her only Bed, 
Her Arm the fole Supporter of her Head, . 
Let a fad Show’r from her fair Eyes defcend, 
While Sighs for Vent in her fwoln Breaft contend - 
Then let ber in a mournful Accent fay ; 
To thee, Menalcas, I this Tribute pay, 
But let no real Grief difturb her Reft, - 
While with the pleafing Vition | am bleft. 
And leaft the Joy fhould be too quickly paft, 
com me Dream each Night, or make this Sleep 
my laft. 








A decay'd Merchant, and a fat Dray-man. 


7 Here was am honcft Merchant that met with 

great Misfortunes, infomuch , that he was 
forc’d to lean upon the World for his Support: 
He was once a pafling where a Dray and Horfe 
ftood crofs thie Street: As he was ftooping, the 
Horfe bit him by the Shoulder. The Merchant 
return’d the Compliment with his Cane. What’s 
that for, ye Dog, {ays the Dray.man > Is it come to 
that, /4ys the poor Gentleman? Sure, Friend, you 
cannot ds your former Matter ; but, how- 
ever, | {till think my Tlf berter than thy Horfe: 
You lye, erys the ungrateful Fellow, my Horfe is 
tee Ten Pounds, and you are not worth a 

roar. 


MORAL. 
Phere the Devil can fix Ingratitude, he's certain of 


a Subjed. 
A Dialogue 
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A Dialogue between Cloris azd Flora. 


LORIS and Flora walking {py'd 
Young Strephon by a Fountain fide. 

Faft a Sleep that Cloris faid, 

O! what a lovely Youth lies Dead > 

Death’s gafhly Hand, Flora reply’d, 

Ne’re Cheeks with fuch Virmillian dy’d. 

*Tis but the Image, out of doubr, 

OF Death with too much Life fet our. 

Quoth Cloris, let’s decide the Strife, 

And call him with a Song to Life. 

Take heed, faid Flora, let us fly, 

For if he comes to Life we Dye. 

If Eyes, when clos’d, can fhoor fuch Darts : 

Once open’d, Woe be to our Hearts. 


em one we ~~" - Cee ee 
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Upon the Opening the New Play-Hoxfe in 


the Hay-Market. 


Aro LLO fummons all the Nine 

In Honour of his Art, _ 

Whilft Harmony and Beauty joyn 
To Ravifh evry Heart. 


Thofe meaner Joys which Men pofle(s 
Divinely we Controul; _ 

Since they the Body only pleafe, 
But Mufick Charms the Soul. 


_—_-_ 
— 





__ —_— 
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To Mr. D. perfvading him to go into the 
Army the enfuing Campaign. By Do- 
rinda. 


WH t ist thy Sloath ! that poorly lift’nirig heré 
‘To Wonntens idle Bufinefs, or thro’ Fear ; 

When manly Hotiour fammons thee awa 

For fhame, an heartlefs Maid would Biuth to ftay. 

Think Godlike Churchill {parkling now in Arms; 

Carelefsly Brave; Oh! the tranfcendent Charms. 

When {wift as Lightning at the Foe he flew, 

Death in the gafhlieft Forms unmov’d did view. 

Sure, fuch a Chief might ev’ry Soul infpire, 

And warm the coldeft Youths with warlike Fire. 
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A Song for St. Czxcilia’s Day, Nov. 22. 
1686. Written ly Mr. Tho. Flatman: 
Aud Compofed by Mr. Ufaac Blackwell. 


L. 
f.Rom thofé pure, thofe bleft Abodes, 
Where none but Tuneful Spirits dwell, 
Or Gods, or like to Gods, 
That did on Earth in Harmony Excel, 
Defcend ye Powers on this Illuftrious Day, 
| Devouted to the bright Cecilia; 
Infpire us how to Sing, and how to Play, 
Tranfport us with Seraphick Fire, 
While our Ambicious Voice we raife, 
Full of Wonder, full of Praife, 
And boldly touch the trembling Lyre. 








Lf. 


Humble Song Advance! Arife! : | 
Of Laurels, Palms, and Triumphs Sing, ‘Ei 
Of Crowns that dazle mortal Eyes, | 
__.., Crowns obtain’d by fuffering, : | 
Divine Cecilia be thy loft Theme ; | 
Sing a —- Diadem ; ] 1] 
ing aloud Her Heavenly Race, 2 || 
The Raptures of Her Soul, se : | 
_ And what we Sing aloud, 
Let Eccho double from a beamy Cloud. 


IIT, | 
Think on Cecilia you that be eg 
Enamour’d of Angelick Symphony : 
Think with a pious Rage, . | 
. . Onthis our weary Pilgrimage ; | 2 | 
This Vale of Tears, this heavy Load of Life, > 
And content to be as free, 7 
And as eafie as She, . 
Void of Sorrow, void of Strife: 


Thus o’re-whelm’d with Joy and Love, 
You need not envy thoie above, 





Glories of Her 
(Face, 














CHORUS. i 


Then while we are here, let us innocent be, 
And as frolick as Musick can make us, | 

That wher, wewmuft waft ore this troublefome Sea, bis . - 
And the Monarch of Terrors o’retake’ us, et F 

We may pratice Above, what we dote on beneath, mi @ 
Loud Anthems of Life, in defiance of Death. a 


— Ee 
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On Mrs. Hare. 
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THe Gods with Wit and Mirth, and Wine, pre- 
are. 

In dent Bowills to celebrate the Fair. | ry 

Each God’s enjoyn’d to name his Favourite toft, tt) 

And Hare’s the Goddefs that delights him moft. yy. we 

Phebus approves, and bids the Trumpets found, f 

And Bacchus in a Bumper puts it round, re 
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Toft on the Dutchefs of St. Albans. 


THe Loins off Vere fo lorig renown’d in Arms, 

Concludes with Luftre in St. A/bans Charms. 

Her conquering Ey es have made theRace corapleat, Bi | 
They rofe in Valour, and in Beauty fet. (ia 


permet RN er eel 
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The Speech of the Famous Adtor, Seniora 
Francifco Furiofo Roddimondo Pinco- 
nelld, /ately Arrived from the Court of 
the Great Duke of Hottitotti Pottimoy. 


~Reat Fack a-Lent, clad ina Robe of Ar, - 
G Threw Mountaias higher than Alcides Beard. 
Whilft Pancrafs Church, arm’d with a Sampbie 


sae ee 
ego. 2, 
bs Peay oe 
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Began to reafon of the Bufinefsthus, (Blade, an 
You {qu: ring Trolodites of Amfterdam ; 
How long Cerberus a Tapfter be? oe 
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What though ftout djax lay with Proferpine, 
Shall Men leave eating Powdred-Beef for that ; 

1 fee no Caufe but Men may pick their Teeth, 
Though Brutus with a Sword did kill himfelf. 

ls Shooter’s Hill curn’d to an Oyfter-Pie, 

Or may a May-Pole be a buteer’d Place. 

"Then ret St. Katherines Sail to Bridewell Court, 
And Chitterlings be worn for Statute Lace ; 

For if an Humble Bee fhould kill a Whale 

With the Butt end of the Antartick Pole ; 

7T js nothing co the Mark at which we aim: 

For in the Costpemasies of Tower. Ditch, 

A fat Stew’d-Bawd hath been a Difh of State. 
More might be faid, but then more mult be {po °; 
TheW eights fell down becaufe theJack f° broke. 
And he that of this Speech doth make a doubt, 
Let him fit down, and pick the Mcaning out. 


a me 
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To the QUR EN. By Mr. Harcourt at 
Chrift-C hurch. 


W Hen Haughty Monarchs their High State 
expofe, 
And Majefty an Awful Greatnefs fhews. os 
Their Subjects, Madam, with Amazement feiz’d, 
Gaze at Your Pomp, rather furpriz’d than pleas’d. 
But Your more gentile Influence imparts 
Wonders at once, and Pleafure to our Hearts, 
Where e’re You come, Joy fhines in every Facc ; 
Such Native Goodnefs, fuch an Eafy Grace, 
Thro’ all Your Realms diffufive Kindnefs pours, 
That every Eng/ifb Heart’s entirely Yours. 

The. Mules Sons with eager Tranfport view 
Their jong Defponding Hopes reviv'd in You, 
The Mufes Sons to Monarchs ever true. 

Thefe Happy Walls, by Royal Bounty plac’d 

Often with Royal Prefence have been grac’d. 
Here Kings co eafe the Cares attend a Crown, 
Preferr'd the Mufes Laurel to their own, 
And here you once enjoy’d a fafe Retrear; 
From Noifé and Envy free; to this lov’d Seat, 
'T’o be a Guelt, You then did condefcend, 
Which now, itshappy Guardian, you defend. 

Oxford, with Joy beholds the Royal Pair, 

And finds her Mufes are her Prince’s Care. 

May we prefume to claim a nearer Tie, 

‘They are Your gr ana, we Your Family. 
Accept the Duty then we doubly owe, 

Who fhare Your Prefence and Prorection ton, 

So when Great Jove did in the Country Cell, 
Of humble, Pious Bamis defign to dwell. 

"The Bounteous God pra her Gifts Divine. 
And where he found his Refuge, fx’d his Shrine. 


, 
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Jo Mr. W——— of Oxford , upon his Ex- 

.. cellent Copy of Verfes ia the Diverting- 
Poft,.Numé. 20; of this Subjed, The 
Older.the Better. By Mr. T. P, 


7 HE Morning other Poets are, 

Whofe fainter Shadows fcarce appear, 
Their Beams but little can prevail, 
Nor make the modcit Flow’rs unveil. 
Northiag. the trodden Path shove, 
Their vulgarsminded Mite doth move. 
Bur when, Greai Sir, your Rays they fee, 
The Noon day Hear of Poetry, | 












To you the Rofe and Marigold, 

Their choiceft Beauties ftreight unfold. 

E’en all the Flow’rs Parnaffus bears, 

Enliven’d by your candid Airs, — 

Yield you heir Mafter, and proclaim 

How egreata Debt they owe br greater Name. 
In lafting Colours you will Shine, 

The next in Honour tothe Nine: 

And are, thous nothing can you higher raife, 
Above the reach of Enyy, and of Praife, 
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Part of Merlin’s Prophefies, Done out of 
Britifh iato Latin, at the Requeft of 
Owen Tudor P Grand-father lo King 
Henry V//. by the moft Iluftrious 
E—— of S---—, not like a Servile In- 
terpreter, bit a Prophetical Author, 
now from the Latin into Englith. 





BR UT when theSecond Arthur's Thread is fpun, 
f And half the World fhall think themfelves un. 
one. 
And Fear has fo of Hope and Heart bereft em, 
Asif no God, or Miracle, were left ’em. 
Then fhall a Rofe (in Fame exceeding fir, 
The United Rofe of York and Lancafter) 
From the Albanian Thiltle fpread fo high, 
Her Virtue glads the Earth, her Glories reach the 
Sky. 
And as a round fhe her warm Influence throws; 
So Europe’s Hope, fo Europe’s Vigour grows: 
Well pleas’d to find her Liberty remains, 
Who pe in Dreams had heard the Clank of 
Chains. 
Heaven’s Darling, fhe the Infolent fhall curb, 
And bring the moft Excentrick to their Orb. 
Shall dart her Rays beyond the Ea/tern Snows, 
And where the #/?’s unbounded Ocean flows. 
By Sea or Land like Nature’s kindly call, 
Her Voice is heard and underftood by all. 
Which to the fartheft Climes her Mandate bears, 
She fpeaks the utmoft Monte Zuma hears. 
What Spears from Zug! What Cuirafiers from Zell! 
What Fierce Huffars with their uplifted Steel, 
Not Pallas or Bellona from het Carr 
uch Armiics faw, and horrid Pomp of War) 
In ‘Throngs around her Banner cry amain 
With loud Huzza’s, Live Everlafting Anne! 
The Lyon Ramps, as he new Paws had got, 
‘The Elephants with mounted Caftles trot. 
The Eagies (whilft a feather’d Chorus fings) 
Stoop from the 4/ps with Thunder on theirW ings’ 
And ensi Bird, and every Pluming Creft, 
With Golden Lilies now enrich their Neft. 
As Flower-de Luces that of late were held 
‘The Garden’s Pride and Glory of the Field : 
‘That were fo Gay, fo arrogantly Tall, 
The boafted Sovereign of this earthly Ball: 
Decay’d and witherd, now fhrink in their Heads, 
Viler than Ouzer,and more contemn’d thanWeeds. 
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An Epilogue fpoken dy Will. Pinkethman, 
when he adled the Part of Alexander. 


T'lenth this furious Monfter I have tam’d, 
And Tragedy:no more fhall be that Bug-bear 


hamid. 
Nay, 





Nay, after-times (do Envy what fhe éan) 

Muft own that Alexander now has ran 

Through Goodman, Monfort, Powell, Hart, and 
Pinketbman. 

And now [ here Pronounce henceforth, that I 

No more will ftoop to Servile Comedy: ¢ 

Farewell for ever, now, vile Middle Gallery. 


©! now, for ever.------- 


Farcwel ye Laughter, ftirring Jokes; Farewel Gri- 


mace, 
Farewel my Jefts ill tin’d, and Sawey-face: 
Dear Clinker, Drugger, and the relt Adieu, 
Farewel my Stuff 1'th’ Ifand Prince/s too. 
And O! you Noify Scoundrels, whofe rude 
_ Threats 
Th’ Immortal Foves dread Clamour’s Counterfeits. 
Farewel---- Pinkethman’s Occupation’s gone, 
And Pinkethman has Pinkethman out-done, 
The Luft of Tragedy comes on a pace, 

ill now I knew not, what my Talent was. 

‘he very Thought a thoufand Joys imparts, 
And thus Infpires mine Eyes to Melt the Ladies 

Hearts. 
O Forms Divine! For Mercy far renown’d ; 
Let with Succefs my firft Attempt be crown’d: 
And in return loud Fame hall fay again, 
You made.an Angel of a Crooked Pin. 








—_ 
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A Song on his Miftrefs, who Squints. 


7 , I, 
t EW can avoid the common IIIs 

Attending cruel Eyes, 
And fewer thofé when Silvia Kills, 
Or Ruins by Wie, 
The admirittg Crowd approach the Fair, 
And do with Wonder gaze ; 
And none fufpeét a Danger there, 
She looks fo or ae 

[. 

Thus the fair Tyrant in difguife, 
Secures the headlefs Swain; 
And when he’s dazfled by her Eyes, 
Unknown puts on ber Chain. 


So Porcupias from ev’ry part, 
Their Arrows do let fly ; 
Whillt we regardlefs oF the Dart, 
Are Wounded by it, and Dye. 
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Tle Happy Man's State. 


HH OW pleafant is this Flowry Plain and Grove, 
What perte& Scenes of Innocence and Love: 
As if the Gods, when all things here below, 
Referv’d this Place, ro let us know 

How beautiful the Wofld:at firft was made, 

E’re Mankind by Ambition was becray’d. 

The Happy Swain in thefe enamel’d Fields, 
Poffeffes all the Good shat Plenty yields. 
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Pure without: Minture, as it-frft aid come? 
From the Great Tr of oh Womb: 
Free from Difturbances here he Lives at eafe: 
Conrented with a little Flock: a 
And cover'd with the gentlé Wings of Peace: . }; 
No Fears, no Storms cf War his Tho moleft, 
Ambition is a Strangerto bis Break. . nous) 
His Sheep, his Crook and-Pipe, are'all. his Stare, 
He needs not, neither does he covet more. _ 
Oft to the Silent Groves he does Retreat, 
Whofe Shades defend him ftom the ScorchingHeat ! 
In thefe Recefles unconcern’d he.Lies, 
bi ow the Boughs the Whifp’ring <¢- 
phire fies. a. 
And the Wood Chorifters on ev’ry Tree, °° 
Lull him afleep with their fweet Harmony. | 
Ah, happy Life! Ah, bleft Retreat ! 
Void of the Troubles thar attend the Great. .. 
From Pride and courtly Follies free, ~ =~” 
From all their gaudy Pomps add Vani. *: 
No guilty Remorfe does their Pleafiire annoy,) :. 
Nor difturb the Delights of their ences aa, 
a a Monarchs whom Cities and Kingdoms 
ey : , fe 31 idk , 
Are not half fo contented, or happy, vas they, 
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Agroftick on Sir Thomas Dilkes , ‘ Admi- 
ral of ———— Wat 


T itis Enterprize thy future Giories fhows. - 

H ow fatal thou fhalc Ne to England's Foes: 

O n all thy AGtions Succefs wait; 
M onfieur, may dread thee as approaching Fate! 
<1 ¢ Granville now they’ ve felt thy conqu’rin d 
$ triking Amazement in their Native 


D Iftraétedly from thee, the Gauls do run, 

I n dang’rous Saads their Deftiny to fhun. 
'L ike Men condemn’d they view thee from afar; 
K nowing their Ruin nigh if thou art there. 

£ yer may thou in Viétory go on; 

S till Conquer, as at Conca//, tnou haft done. 
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Lhe Happy Retirement. 


| I, 
Cliab at Court for me, that will, 
Totv’ring Favour Pinacle; 
All I feek is to Pg 
Settled in fome fecret Neft; 
In calm Quiet take my Reft; 
And far from the Publick Stage, 
Pafs away my -_ Aes 


Thus; when without Noife uaknown, 
1 have out-liv’d all my Span; 

I thall Dye without a Groan, 
And an old — Country-man. 


Who's expos'd to other’s byes ; 
Into his own Heart ne’re {pies : 
Death’s to him a ftrange Surprize. 
































































ADS Bie EES EMENT S. 


“ she Defite of feveral Gentlemen and Ladies, it is ropos'd for the Carrying 
rs Te ET Pal which fhall Bc continued Monthly by way of Sub- 
ictiption, beginning with Fanuary 1706. every Subferiber to pay Down 5. before- 
hatid for thie’ whole Sect yearly, atid the Poft fhall be fent.co him or her, provided 
they Se ube or Six, or a greater Number, into any Part of England; and that all 
but she Subferibers thall pay 6¢. a piece for ever fingle Poft, and 6s. for a whole 
yearly Sete ; and for the Encouragement of the Subferibers, they who fhall Subfcribe, 
or get Subicriptions for Six, fall have a Seyenth Gratis. Sub{criptions will be taken 
in at moft of the, Noted Coffee-houfes, and Publick Places, in Town ana Country, 
and the Subicription-Moncy paid to Mr. Playford, or Mr. Nust near Stat:oners-Fall. 





Orpheus Britannicas: The Fir and Second Book. The Firft Reprinted with large 
Editions, begig the Choice Songs of the late Famous Mr. F/enry Purcell, for One, 
Two,cand>Three Voices, in Folso, and Bound up withthe Ode on Mr. Parecl/. The 
Mufick'by Dr. Blow, and the Words by Mr. Joba Dryden. Price of bothidiss. 
or Single 18 s, each Book. ey 

Hatmonia Sacra, The Firkt Book, infolio, newly Reprinted with large Additions 
of Five Excellent Anthems. By Mr. Aeary Parcel’, Price Stitch’d 55. 
~~ Two Hymns on Praifes of Divine Mufick, Sett by Mr. Fer. Clark and Mr. Crojrs. 
Price Stitch’'d 6d. _. 

Mifcellanea Sacra: ot Poems on Divine and Moral Subjects. Colledéted by N. 
Tate, Efq; Servant to Her Majefty. The Second Edition of feyeral Poems and Me- 
ditatioas in Profe... Price Bound 2s. 6 d. 

Fhete is: now Publithed, Mifcelianea Sacrz, being a curious Colle@tion. of Poems 
on Divirie and Mofal Subjects. Written by Bifhop Kinz, Bifhop Xen, Sit ohn Crofts, 
Mr. Charles Elopkins, Mr. Fobm Dryden, Mr. Prior, and other Celebrated Authors. 
‘To which is annex'’d, a fhort Scheme of an admirabie Propofal for che Relief of our 
Poor, and Encouragement of Trade: Humbly recommended to the Perufal of all 
Pious’anid Charitable Perfons. Price Stitch'd 6 d. or Bound with the former 3 s. 

The Tragedy of King S2u/, The Second Edition. To whichis added, The Clra- 
racter of the Perfons reprefented in it. Price Stitch'd 15. 6 a. 

The Effigics of the Four young Protcftant Princes, King Edward VI. Prince 
Henry, Eldeft Sonto King Fames 1. Henry, Duke of Gloucefter, youngeft Son to King 
Charles 1. William, Duke of Gloucefter, only Son to Eder Pretent Majefty, Queen 
Anne. Which Four hopeful young Princes dicd in their Bud of Youth. Neatly En- 
graved by S. Cribblin, Price 6 7. 

Delicia Poetice: Or, Parnaffas Difplay’d in a Choice Colle@tion of very Valuable 
Poems and Songs. -Written by the moft Celebrated Wits of the Laft and Prefent 
Age. Coliccted by a Gentleman, a Lover of the Mufes, and now made Publick 
for the Entertainment of others, and Bound up with Apollo's Fealt: Or, Wits Enter- 
tainment: Is a pleafenc, Cordial Julip to be taken after the Three Dofes of Pills to 
purge Melancholly.» And Recommended by Dr. Merry-man. And both together, 
Price Bound 3s. és 





T is hoped all Gentlemen, Ladies, and others, who incdurag’d and promorcd 
the Firlt Years Diverting-Po/ for 1705. willdo the fame for this, and haye any Co- 
ics of Veries, Hetoical, Humorous, Gallant, Satyrs, Odes , Epigrams, Riddles, 
ocala Songs, Prologues, or Epilogues, &c. in Profe.or.Kerxje, proper to infert in 
this Packet, are defired to: fend them to Mr. P/ayford’s Houfe ‘in eraidicsivees in the 
Strand, the Undertaker, who will inferc them. 
Likewile , if any Gentleman, @c. has any Original Poems upon Divine and Moral 
Subjedis, they are defired to fend them to HZ. Playjord, at his Houfe in Arumdel-Street 
in the Strand, who defigns very {peedily to make a Choice Collection of them, as a 
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er : os Jyo For Eafe the Country fought,where moft we fied 
Fi or t be Entertamment of the Health to the Body, Quiet to the Mind ; 


Gentry of Oxtord. 


A farther Explanation of the Oxford 
Almanack, occafioned by its beittg laid 


before the L ds. 
A Expounds upon his Conftant Text, the 
(Tombs, 
Crys there a Duke, and there a Lord was laid, 
And tells a long long Story of the Dead; 





S Man in Weftminfter, to each that comes, 





Where from the Stain of Vice wemoft-are free, : 

And peacefully enjoy Security. 

So Albion’s QUEEN, her War and Councils o’er, 

(Both which fubmit to ANN4’s lawful Pow’r) 

Does to the Country with her Train refort, 

And all the fhining Beauties of Her Court, . 

Thus with her Maids, appear’d the Cyprian Queen 

Soft was her Air, Majeftick was her Mien, 

Serene and charming, wat ber Beauteous..Face 

And where fhe came, fhe Plenty brought atid Péace, 

Whene’er fhe fpoke, what Crowds were there to 
| : so Chear ¢ 

And Bleffings fhe confer’d they fcarce could bear. 








So I’le explain what all thefe Figures mean, 

As if Vd Burgbers, or th’ Inventer heen. 

Lo! That’s Britannia coming to afhft us, 

Sir Cotterell’d in by Hermes Trifmegiftws; (vent, 
See how he pointsto’th Oak with Zeal moft fer- 
And feems to fay he’s its Tres bumile Servant. 
That other Tree, our Oak does yet furmount, 
Is Sauce for thofe who call the Cut t’accotnt. 
That Scrowl that’snear the Fafces, andthe Axes, 
The worft of all Memorials fhews, the Taxes. 
That Figure there between two Chafing-difhes, 
Some fay a Man, and others it a Filhis: 

The Quzrift needs will have him Neptune meant, 
Quite chill’d with Cold, and out of’s Element, 
Kens to a Hair what Hieroglypbicks mean, 

And intimately known, was to Pouffim. 

That River God, all of yoy opght to Tove well, 
Left you fhou'd doubt Sir CH44y, fee the Shovel ; 
The Cock and Dog, at Play have lately been, 
Fifty to one the twirld taild Cur does wm, ¢ 
Who but Myn Heer,has all this War thrownin?. 
That Head, that looks in Hand fo like St. Dennw, 
Some fay fixteen, fome Threefcore Year and ten is , 
While Waggs that wou’d be witty in their Ale, 
Cry Z—ds, upon that Head, there hangsa Taiy, 
But where to find the Figure out I trow, 

T hat does the Church in fo much Danger thow ‘ 
Their L--d---ps, only and thé L--=d does know. 


——— 
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New-Market Congratulation, #o Her 


moit Sacred Majesty QUEEN ANN, 
on her taking a fourney thither, 1705. 


S Rome’s great Monarchs after War's Succels, 
A Trivmph’d in all the Riches of a Poace, 
Lette for a while the Camp and noify Town, 
Tipd with the various Follies thet~ are done; 


Like Sof’s diffufive Rays, that thine fo brigh,. 
Th’opprefs the Eyes, with too refulgenc Lighé. 
Forgive then ANNA, what we muft confeG, 
Thefe than your Glorious Prefence are much lef; 
Greater ia all_your Adtions you appear, —_— 
Which crown the Annals of each joyful Year, 
And fill our Souls with Wonder and Surprize, 
When two Eliza’s from ‘one ANNA fe: 

ANNA! whofe Arms and Coungils Heav’n does blefs 
With all the Gloridus Trophies 6f Siiccefs, 

Her Churchill can the tott’ring State reftore, 

For morethan Man, he has the Gods.ja. Pow's. 
Where-e're he comes he makes a Glorioys Scere, 
Frightful to Lewis, welcome to his QUEEN, 
Proud Lewis envies his great Share of Fame, 

And ftarts at the Rehearfal of his Name ; 
Remembring Bleinbeim he cannot fuftain, ... 
The Lofs,but is o’recome with an Excels of Pain : 
His anxious Mind revolves it o’re and o’re, 
The more he thinks, the more he does deplore 3 
And grieves that any Force. in Albjon’s Grown 
Should pull bis tow’ring Flower de Lucesdown., 

Forgive Bright Queen, if we in humble, Song, 

Which flows from a fincere and grateful Tongue, 
Repeat the Joysthat PoetshaveexprehR. 

In Strains moft lofty, and in Words the beft : 
Forgive our Tranfport, fince we fee you pere, 
And glad the Spring, andthusadvance the Year. 
O may our Air, to Health your Prince reftore ¢ 
For Heav'n and that has only in its Pow’r , 
To make the beft of QUEENS and PRINCES live, 
And can true Health, the beft of Blefings, give. 
O may you tong enjoy the :Briti> Qrown, 
Free from proud Lewis Scourge and Gaia's Frown ; 
This Life when o’er, may Heay’n your Labours 
1 « Chiefs 
Peace. 
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With the fincereft Joys of Everlafting 
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e' Of Asanes fighting Kings, and Gods deceas’d; 
Who thither came from Silent Shades ot Reft, 
Elyfian Fields, and Maniions of the Bleft, 
With an Unatimous Intentto crown, 


The Refolution. 


tT. 
S 1 N CE the Nymph is ( Crue! to debar my 
(Repotle, 
To Slight my Devotion and Smile at my.Woes, 
Hence-forth at her ‘ae | 
No longer I'll w if fs 
But endeavour to a her Image itWine. 
2. 
Proud Beauty adieu now your Anger I'll flight, 
And abroad feck the Reft you fo long have deny’d ; 
With Claret and Eafe, 


Wili I pafs all my Days; 
‘And hence-furth have no Mrs. but rere and Glafs. 











On a Scolding Wife. 


That indefatigable Plague, a Wife, 

Dampsev'n Jove’s Pleafures with perpetual Strife. 

Th’ eternail Clack inceffant Vollies pours, 

And lowder, than her Husband's Thunder, roars. 

How then can Man, weak Man, that Curle fuftain, 

Which makes Jove wretched, and ev’n Heaven a 
( Pain? 

He once on Crete his Nuvfe this gift beftow d, 

No hurtful Creature there fhould make Aboad. 

Since he created Man’s imperious Slave, 

In vain the fruitlefs Boon the Thund’rer gave. 





Upon Bienheim-Houfe. 
By a Young Noble-Max. 


A S Trypbon in an Evening walk'd abroad, 
He met his Friend Ta/menes on the Road: 
View well, faid he, thofe glittering Spires, and fee 

A Monument, that always fam’d will be, 
Which Fire, nor Sword, nor Faétion thal! annoy, 
Nor Conquering Time it felf, nor Fate deftroy. 
Not Grecian Tow'rs, nor foft Per fepolu, 
In all their Glories have exceeded This ; 
The ftately Pyramids of Egypt yield 
To this rich Purchafe of Bellona’s Shield; 
Ev'n proud Verfailles quits her Magnificence, 
And fighing bends to Us with Reverence. 
This is the Place the Houfehold-Gods admire, 
For its fine Seat, and moft deferving Sire; 
Here only you may fay, Who does difdain 
Thefe Walls, brings to himfelf the greateft Pain. 
If Jove again on Earth were to defcend, 
His Courfe to this Lov’d Palace he would bend, 
The Name of Blenbeim gives it more Renown, 
Than Pbidias’s Art could do, or Parian Stone. 
Tho’ Courcbill \ong his flying Foes had fonghr, 
At length from Blenbeim he thofe Lawrels brought, 
W hich England did from France’s Yoke releafe, 
And gave to Europe certain Hopes of Peace, 
Por which thy Prait, great General, {hall 

( remain, f 


Whilft Atlas’s me do the World fuftain, 


And whilft the thirfty Earth receives refrefhing ( 
f Rain. 





He Spoke 
When lo! along Procefhion by them pais’d 


This Heroe witha Chaplet of their own: 

Andall the while the 1 rumpet’ s ecchoing Voice, 
To every General's Biciiing gave Applaute ; : 

And Mars fulpended with exaéteft Care, 

The fichek Trophies of the Galli¢k War. 

Then ata Sign all tell onebended: K nees, + 
While Philis’s Son exioli’d his Viétories, 

Prefenting him a Palm, in words like thefe. 


Thou, wiole deep Wifdom, and whote ’ 


Soldiers muft envy, and all States admire, 

Whom Thracian Mulick and the Mute’s Song, 

So loudly celebrate on every Tongue ; 

Accept this Homage, which ,we free] y pay, 

In Memory of thy “Propttious Day. 

By me rule Barbarovs\ Nations, were enflav’d; 
By thee three Chriftian Countries have been fav’d. 
Go on, brave Prince! thy next Succefs thall be, 
To vanquifh Cafar, and to rival Me. 


— 
-_ 





a @ 








To rhe Author of Blenheim-Houfe. 


2Rave Youth with Chare bill keep an equal Paes, 
And as he crops frefh Laurels, crop freth Lays. 
Then Cafar and ‘young Ammon wiil fubmit, 
And lay their Trophies at thy Hero's Feet ; 
Their unrecorded Mem’ries time will wrong, 
But Churchill lives immortal in thy Song, — 
They ¢annot fuch united force fuftain, 2 


. The Conqueft of the Sword and of the Pen; 


For in thy verfe he wins his Battles o’er again. 


Asrifing Phebvs with an infant Ray, 
Portends the Glories of the comin » Days : 
So this brave Youth tn early Lines de tn fhow, 


What to his riper Years the World will owe: 
For if his uatledg’d Mule can darz fuch H- ights 
How vait, how lofty will be future Fi ights ? 


Spoken cx tempore oO: hight ai. the foregoing. 
Poem, ) 


-_ —— 
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Oz a Lady beaching me to VVrite in 


He 
6 ey Cic 
Rone iighs for Strephov, and would fhow it 
By writing thus,thac Hone rue he ‘ (l y KNO ot Yi : 
So whilft in Charadters the teils ber Mind. 
Love makes not. hiner Hear, bur.others, 


Rect mn. — 
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On Mrs. [) cay y € 4 My Ite Lo i 0 ny « 


f [Exce Lonion Dames into the Country run, 
, ‘ fr aa . a 
iy leke the Miff—s before the HK fing-Sun; 


(3) 


D-=5y appears, bright asa Biazing-Star, 
Commands Refpeét and Worthip trom afar: 
Poor Ho de and St<nd negleéted lie, (nigh. 
Like Winter-Leaves, when blooming Spring draws 
FAtex like fome Fair Hoftels now is feen, 

Dutch Dogger like, fit only to careen; 

Her Hogen Beauty and her Spoufe’s Wit, 

Like two juft Tallies, do each other fit ; 

Many fuch Qualities fhould blended be, 

To make that thing call’d Man and Wife agree. 
Stale MS2&MHer no Beauty does afford, 

And G+*ft@n now has left her to her Lord ; 

To which let all good People cry Amen, 

For now the Man has got his fre again. 
mMZiLnt HEALBPwith a Lewd Lafcivious Face, 
To Dighy’s Conquering Beauty yields the place, | 
or“nd at Dice and Cards may fpend her Days, 
And let her never more be feen at Plays; 

Poor young St. A—“ns hides her {imple Head, 
Old RK nd pale, with Envy keeps her Bed, 
Proud fullen Cle willno more appear, 

But in the Country lives throughout the Year. 
Br——_!l no longer of her Charms can boaft, 
‘But to the Country runs like a difcarded Toaft; 
There let her languifh in her Husband's Arms, 

A dirty Fox-hunter, infenfible of Charms ; 
Garth fhall no more of Bolion’s Conquefts fing, 

A blowzy Lafs, not worth the mentioning ; 

Ah! lovely Coder, I lament thy Fate, 

Reauty like yours fheuld have a longer Date ; 

But ’twill not be, for Digdy is in Town, 

And where fhe is no other Beauty’s known ; 

Evin ebey with his dim wrinkled Eyes, 

A Perfeét Beauty in her Perfon {pies; | 

The Men admire, and Women curfe her Charms 
And Scheol Boy B-——-—#t clafps her in his Arms. 


ANSWER. 





V Ho’ere thou art, that durft with lying Lays, 
Prophane the Sex to welcome Dighy’s Rays; 

Leave off, nor mingle Scandal with Renown, 

I\l-manner’d Praife offends the Well-bred Town. 

She reigns, ‘tis trué, with a diftinguifh’d Grace, 

And Heavenly Beauty fparkles in her Face ; 

But Beauty’s Sphere tslike the milky Way, 

Framd of unnumbred Lights and full of Day. 

M=t Him— hath a. lafting Right to fhine, 

Beauty’s Immortal in a conquering Line; 

And fure no Stain her Vertue can invade, 

That in ftri&t Duty lives a marry’d Maid 3 

Joys and Surprize attend where Spencer's feen, 

Oh lovely Afpeét, Oh Commanding Mien: 

All that can pleafe, in charming Bolton's found, 

tow dare thy fawcy Rhimes a Venus wound? 

Not Sicknefs felf, upon her Form conld gain, 

Bright amidft Palenels, beautiful in Pain ; 

Br Is a Toaft, immoderately Fair, 

Digby beholds a powerful Rival there. 

That thing a Husband muft confels fuch Charms, 

And feel a Lovers Tranfports ig her Load 

Hyde, Efex, R nd, 4 ter, Carte-fle, 

Once with confederate Beauty, blefs'd our Ifle; 

But impioustime, (what willnot time deface? ) 

Is a ure Tyrant to a beauteous Race: 

Not or" hd icapes his Arbitary Sway 

Ewen her Majeftick Sweetnels knows Decay ; 

St. Aloan does with Fainting Pomp appear, 

Tho’ fung by Halifax, and {pruag trom Vere ; 








‘T'were Compliment to call ‘em radient Rill, 
What muft we, if we can’t commend, {peak ill ? 
Collier fhall late refign her juft Pretence 
Mourn not her Fate, but theurn thy lunpudence : 
Nor think her Charms in danger to expire, 
When Slaves from Parfons up to Lords admite ; 
It is not that thy bloooming Choice T blame 
Digdy’s compos'd for Wonder, born to Fame ; 

Phe Fair muft yield to her fuperior Right, 
TV infult the vanquifht, is a barbarous fpight. 
But Foréter fingly ftorms thy keeneft Rage, 

She fears no Digby, and adorns the Age ; 
Where'ere fhe fhines, her Form fo charming bright 
She claims Regard, and boafts an equal Right: 
Lo her my Mute fhall offer endlefs Lays, 
And Hers flial] be a Match for Digby's Praife, 
Tho’ his Boy-grace to her Aiiftance joyas, 

And brings a Sword as dreadful as thy Lines. 





Lauras FAN. 


Ther Belles can hardly get 
Lovers by their Form and Wit: 
[aura’s every Motion warms, 
More than their united Charms ; 
Which in ber appéar too bright, 
For the Strength of mortal Sight. 


When a thoufand artful Ways 
She her Fan alone difplays, 
In each Tols, a different Air, 
Adds a Captive to the Fair: 
Whilft with fuch a Miftre{s bleft, 
Of great Pow’r the Toy’s pofleis’a: 
Pallas's -petrifying Shield, | 
To its greater Force muft yield: 
Not Drana’s fatal Bow, 
Strikes a fwifter, furer Blow ; 
Thunder in the Hand of Jove, 
Does not more deftructive prove, 
Many Cupids young and gay, 
On the folded mounting Play; 
Quit their Darts, unbend their Bows, 
Whilft the Fair one grants Repofe ; 
But at ev'ry Twirl, their Darts, 
Refume and pierce approaching Hearts. 


But, what wond’rous Myftery, 
Doth in the gay Trifle lie; 
That it’s ev’ry Motion fhou’d 
Fire each chill Beholder’s Blood, 
Yet to the dear She difpence, 
Coldnels and Indifference ? 
Phebus thus, with one bright Ray, 
Softens Wax, and hardens Clay. 


Did’ft thou, fernfélefS Fan, but know, 
What great ills to thee I owe, 
Surely thou would’ft fire the Dame, 
Make her fhare an equal Flame ; 

Or its Antient Cold impart 

To my vainly burning Heart; 

As Achilles’s Spear was found, 

Firlt to give, then Cure the Wound. 
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An Tniitaion of Martial. Epig. 65. 
Lib. 5. Ad Miniftros. 
Sextintes; Callifte, duos infunde Falerni, &c. 
By F. R. a Youth of Weftminfter 
School. 


put me two Bumpers of high Sparkling Wine , 
Fetch’d from proud Ibet or the {welling Kbines 
me fome Ice congeai’d in Winter Storms, 
To Cool the Wine which burning Phebus warms. 
Twine round my Temples rofy Wreaths, and fhed 
Thy Fragrant Oils all o’er my joyous Head. 
Go call bright Chloris, in whofe fparkling Eyes 
Th’ Immortal God of Love. Triumphant lyes, 
Around whofe Face ten Thoufand Beauties Play 
And darta Luftre like the Blaze of Day, 
When Phebus chears the Moin with his — 
ay. 
That I may feld her in my longing Arms, 
And rifle all her undifcover’d Charms, 
And prove the Pleafure of enjoyed Love. 
To be exceeded nowhere but above. : 
Fhus I’lt o’erflow my Soul.and glut each Vein 
Wich all thofe foys, which Mortals can obtain, ‘ 
While vig'rous Youth in ev’ry Pore does reign ; 
Th’ adjacent Fombs where Kings and Heroes ly¢ 
Command us not to let one Minute fie, 
But to indulge our Pleafures while we may, 
To drown in brimming Bowls the trouble 2 the 
ay, 
And funk in Eafe let Life glide teafurely away. 
For Death condemns us all to one fire Grave, 





in his cold Arms All egal Beings have, 
Nor is the greateft King above the meaneft Slave 
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Mart. Si weminit Fuerant. 


"How had&@& four Teeth good Filia heretofore, 
But one Cough fpit out two, and one two 
(more. 
Now thou may’ft Cough all day and fafely too 
There’s nothing left for the third Cough to do. 
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The Force of Mufick to the Memory of 
the Late Famous Henry Purcel, 2 
Pindarick Ode. 


Wii Tow ring with Serapbick Wings, 
The mighty Purcel Heights unknown explores, 
Sublime on Mufick’s Force he upward {prings, 
Till to Divinity he foars. 
Mankind lies ravifht with his Lays, 
And all in vain attempts his Praife; 
Stil) while our Grov’ling Thoughts afpire 
Toreach the Raptures we admire ; 
We but degrade the Name we meant to raif. 
Boundlefs and tree thy numbers move 
With native Fury fir’d ; 
And with diffufive Raptures rove 
By aone but thy great if infpir'd, 


The Gods themfelves thy Lays attend, 
To thee théir ravifht hers they bend. 
A while their Hea’vnly Rapture they decline, 
And tune their own Imperfect Notes by thine. 
Now Godlike Naffaw feels thy Sov’reign Power, 
And Conguefts o’ré his Soul, unknown before : 
Proftrate the vanquifh’t Hero hes, 
And with each vaty’d Note unwillingly com- 
ose (plies. 
See, fee, the mighty Purce/ cones, 
(Sound the Trumpets beat the Drums) 
He leaves his Triumphs in the Skies 
Attempts a greater Prize. 
Th Angelick quire his Abfence mourn, 
Repeat paft Joys, and long for his Retura, 
High in Seraphick State he {tands, 
And with infulting Force, the pliant Hero bends. 
His fong began with Diorlefian’s Fame, 
The Trembling Notes refouid his mighty Name. ¢ 
And tothe lift'ning World his Glorious Deeds pro- 
Defcending Angels croudaround; (claim ; 
And joyn their Heav’nly Lays? 
The vatited. Roofs improve the Sound, 
And propagate his Praife. 
When to redéeth a Sinking World, 
The daring, Hero rofe, 
Around his fcatter’d Rage he hurld, 
And quell’d his numerotis Foes.. 
Iu vain Confpiring Nations joyn, 
In vain oppofe his bold Ot te ; 
Himfelf alone fibdu’d their Weaker Aid, 
Himfelf alone tevéng’d the injur’a Maid, 
And from th’ infulting Monarch’s Brow pull’ 
3. (down the violated flade, 
Nor Earth nor Sea can ftop his Cotrfe, . 
Nor Tyber’s more impetuous Force, 
When Swelling with it’s Weight, 
A-round the mighty Rui lay, | 
And Men and Arms promifcuous fill’d the Way, 
And thwart his envy’d Fate, 
Unitov’d the Dauntlefs Hero view'd 
Millions of Foes and fought and fwam ja Blood. 
Widely he dealt Deftraétion round, 
And hew’d his dreadful Paffage down, 
And cut his mangled Way and clove che purple 
(Flooded. 
In Virtae’s juft Defence he rofe, 
And gave the troubled World Repofe, 
At once their Peace and Freedom he Reftor’d 
While gratefull Nations in return obey’d, 
Obey d their jaft their rightful Lord. 
And gave him but the Lawrels he had won, the 
a (Conqu-fts he had made, 
A prefent Déoclefian all refound ; 
A prelent Déiochefan all the vaulted roofs re) 
: (bound, 
The Trembling ftrings untoucht repeat the ming 
3 _ (and Swell his praife around, 
Sooth’d with the Sonnd the Monarch rofe, 
To Troubled Nations gave a freth Repofe, 
And thrice he fwam the Boyne and thrice he 
= (flew his Foes. 
The mighty Purcel fmil'd to fee | 
The wondrous force of Harniony ; 
Chang’d his Hand, left rhe Lyre, 
Checkt his Rage and kindled fofter Fire. 
Dhe.mournful Flute he chofe 
Soft paffion to infufe, 
Such as parting Lovers ule 
Such 


, 


oe 


Such as lab’ring Sighs difclofe, 

Such as Maria’s Death requires, as reaches all our 
Maria’s harder Fate he fung, (Woet. 
Maria fair and young, . 

In Bloom of Youth and Beanty’s Pride, 

Snatch’d from the trembling Monarcch’s Sides, 

While panting in his Arms fhe lay, 

And in foft Kiffes breath’d her Soul away. 

In vain the Hero rufhes to her Ald, 

Alas 'a ftronger Power does invade ; 

A Power which muft even thee pull down, 

With all the Laurels thou haft won, 

And level with the commonDuft,an undifhinguifht 

(Shade, 

The breathing Notes uewillingly complain, 

And gently tell th’ unwelcome News a-round ; 
}emoaning Echo imitates in vain, 
And falters in the Sound. 

With down-caft Eyes the Monarch view 
All his flatt’ring Hopes de({troy’d, 

Afrefh her Image he renewd, 

Afreth his Tears employ'd. 

To Heav’n again the tuneful Congw*rour Flies, 

Refumes his Triumphsimthe»Skies, 

There to the bleft Seraphick Quire 
Relates the Conguefts of his Lays 5 

His wondrous skill they all admire, 

And through the vocal Heav‘ns refound his Praile, 
Th’ unwelcome news Marja heard, 

Much for her vanquifh’t Lord the fear’d, 

Yet knew no Humane Forcecou'd him confine, 
Nor lef$ than Harmony Divine. 

Much fhe enquires of things Below, 

And longs to hear her lov’d Britannia’s State ; 

At that the Tears began to How, 
(Tears fuch as Angels fhed if they can Sorrows 
; , know) 

And with indulgentGrief fhe mourn’d, th unhappy 

 (Ghocefter’s Fate. 


Grand Chorus. 


Mean while th’ Angelick Quire prepare, 
To rear him Deophies, and reward his Care, 
His Brows With Myrtle Wreaths they bound, 
¢So fhou'd his vaft Defert he crown'd, ) 
And through the wond'ring Skies aloft the Con- 
a (qu'rour bear. 
A-round his Triumphs they proclaim, 
Ana with his Conquéfts fwell the Mouth of Fame. 
Henceforth let Purcel and Najjau be praisd, 
Or Nafjau yield the Crown, 
A {inking World the Mosareh rais‘d 
He pull’d that Monarch dowh. 


—— —— ote, arr 


A Ridle. 


Oth white and bldek,all feeming Eafe, all Pain, 
All Pleafure, Fanéy dearly bought, all Gain, 
A Cooling Fir@j 
A fham Defireg 9! 
All nafty as a rlog with Mire. 
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Mock Song to Liberia” 4) 


Risk Wine is all my Soul’s Delight ; 
‘Tis all my Comfort all my Joy ; 


It feafts the Smell, the Taft, the Sight 
With Charms that never, never cloy, 


The Beauties of a Sparkling Glaf 
Pleafe beyond all 1 found before. 
Oh! W hy cannot | love thee lefs, 
Or, Lovely. Charmer, praile thee more\ 


Like HeatletS Stars, Liberie’s Charms 

Ne cr touch my Heart, but feaft my Eve: 
But W ine’s the Sun that fhines and warms 
With that alone I'd five and Die. ae 


Immortal Author of the Vine 

W mr t ae . vo = , " 
G nen iprightly Juyce 1 fo much love 
rrant me ftill frefh Supplies of Wine, 


And then I'll {ighe your Heav’a above. 


Oo ae d ° ve 
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Death with the Four Elements. 


to Infant Twins, a Sifter and a Brother, 

Pe When Out of Doors was gone their careful Sire, 
ad left his babes in keeping with their Mother 
Who merrily fate finging by the Fire 3° 

Who having nid a Tub with Water Warm,- 

She bath d her Girl; (O mournful Tale to tell) 

The whilft the thunght the other fafe from Harm 

( Untuckity) into the Fire he fell : 

Which She.preceiving let her Daughter drown 

And rafhly ran to fave her burning Sen, 

Which finding Dead, the haftily cafts down, 

And all agaft, doth to the Water run; 

Where feeing t’other was depriv’d of Breath, 

She'gainft the Earth fallsdewn,and datht her Brains’ 

Her Husband comes,and fees this Work of Death 

And defp’rate hangs himfelf to. eale his Pains, 

Thus Death and all the Elements con{pire 

To ruin Man, Earth, Water, Air and Fire. 





On the Author of the Far,.call'd the 
‘O..  SULER. 


’ 


His Author, I fuppofe, pretends to Wi; 
™ He's difappointeds and is fairly Bit 5 
For tho’ the Age is of the Biting | rade, 
Yet, as he makes it, “Tis not Biting made. 
If then he takes it ill, that this t write, 
Tell him---’twas from his Farce 1 learnt to Bite. 


aman tm, ome 
on | 
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On Chariefla looking in her Glafs. 

















AST, Chariefa, caft that Glafs away, 
Nor in its Chryftal Face, thine own furvefs 

W iat can be free from Love’s Imperious Laws, 
When painted Shadows, real Flames can cau, 
The Fifes may burn thee, from this Mirrer rife 
By the refleéted Beams of thine own Eyes 
And thus at laft fal’a with thy felf in Love, 
Thou wilt, my Rival, thine dwn Martyr prove, 
But if thou coft defire thy Farm taview, 
Lookin my Heart, where Love thy Pitture drew; 
And then if pleas’d with thine own Shape thou be, 
Learn how to love thy felf by Loving me. 


Cc On 
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On. the great Preparations made for the 
Funeral of Mr. Dryden. 


F Living Wits, all Nations elfe are fond, 
And like Auguftus, proud to correfpond ; 
And asthe Greatnefs of their Souls they find, 
They ftrive to raifetheir Fortunes to their Mind. 
So the fam’d Dame,that o’er the Waves does ride, 
And laughsat all the Infults of the Tide, 
Gave a young Author for his firft Effay, 
Enough to keep him his Life’s longeft Day : 
His Couatry’s Fame in Recompence he fung, 
And Venice now’s immortal by his Tongue. 
Buc wifer we (who all fuch Precepts {corn, 
And aé without the Profpeé of Return) ‘ 
Let ftarve the Poet, and carefs his Urn. 
Toa Dead Author wonderfully kind, 
But rank the Living with the Lame and Blind: 
Like David while the Infant liv'd we weep, 
Sack-cloth and Pray’rs, and folemn Fafts we 
(keep. 

But when the juyful News is, heis Dead, 
We teaft the Body, and adorn the Head ; 
With Songs and Dances follow to the Grave, 
Whom juft before we branded for a Slave: 
So Rome the great Ventidius once decried, 
Rail’d athim while he liv’d, Entombd him when 

he Died. P.C. 





The Refole'd. 
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| “SG Hips which in fimoother Seas with Pride 


Court and adorn the flowing Tide, 
By ev'ry ruffling Blaft are toft, 
And in their wanton Glories loft. 
Still various is our humane State, 
Througly he Vicillitudes of Fate. 


2. 
The Brave and Great are not difmay’d, 
When anxious Troubles them invade ; 
Nor do in Fears of Death defpair, 
Fhough Fears than Death more grievous are. 
Thofe Storms which may the Ship orewhelm 
Make not the Pilot quit his Helm. 





Love Surpriz‘d. 


Cloris "Twas unkindly done, 
Firft to invade me with your Eyes, 
And when my yielding Heart was won, 
Then to begin your Tyrannies. 
The gen’rous Lyon ftreight grows meek, 
And gently {pares the fawning Chafe 5 
But the {ubmiifive Wretch may feek, 
In vain for Pity from that Face ; 
Where, whileinchanting Syrens Sing, 
Th’ allured Mariner is wrackt ; 
3° whirling Gulfs Deftruétion bring, 
And overwhelm what they attraé. 


(63 


Ode the 25th of Anacreon Paraphras‘a. 
By W. ©. 
\ Men I drink my full Bottle of gen’rous Cham- 
_ ~palga, 
The Caresofthe World never trouble my Brain, 
Whilft fome plow the Vallies,and others the Deep, 
Some are dumpifh with Spleen, at Misfortunes 
. Come weep; 
The Fumes of this Wine lull] my Vapoursatfleep. 
Tho’ the Bill fhould not pafs, nor the Houfes agree, 
Tho’ the Tories turn Courtiers, what is it to me? 
My Friends, all as merry and carelefs as I, 
No Party can hate, nor Ambition decry. 
And yet,tho’ indiff'rent, I?m honeft befide; (Side. 
For who haults between Both, muft incline to one 
Thou fay’ft, we muft dfe; and that’s Reafon enough, 
To decant rother Bottle, and drink itall off; 
For if Death gives us Terror, and Wine gives us 
(Reft, 
He that drinks moft ofthis, will receive that the 
The Sot and the Madmanis really he, (be fie 
Who fools away Life with his Coffee and Tea, 
Like a paffionlefs Afs, and Spiritlefs Drone, 
‘Without e’er a Jeft, or a Pun, trudges on. 
If you {crew up his Soul to a pleafanter Key, 
And inftruét him an Air of brisk Living to play ; 
He ftrives,like a Fifh ina Medium too fine, 
To fink down to his Mud, and his VVater again. 
Come then,drink about, fill as high as you pleafe, 
‘Tis a Glafs of right good, as the Green-cloth 
) (Board has, 
Tho’ the VVorld be in Difcord,yet we willhave 
(Peace. 
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A Riddle and no Riddle. 


through this 
(Country run; 
UfelefS are Vines, becaufe not bleft with Sun ; 
Nor is there any Fruit, but Flowers good Store, 
Tho’ there’s no Fifh, yet Crabs live oa this Shore. 


Cr are the Streams which 








A Gentleman to a Lady, who defir'd to 


know what Charm of hers had wounded 
him 2 


Te me, you Syfen, with what Secret Art, 
You wound, and fteal through my unguarded 
(Heart? 
Is't the amazing Brightnefs of your Eyes, 
[hat charms my Soul with Rapture and Surprize ? 
Or do your fhowy Breafts my Pafhen Move, 
And fill me o’er with Extafies of Love; 
Or is't your Harmony whene’er you ;fing, 
More fweet than Birds wen ufh’ring in the Spring? 
Or is’t the Mufick of your tuneful Lyre, 
That does my roving longing Soul infpire ? 
Is it fome Grace that Poets can’t expre&, 
But all their Flights and Raptures would make lef, 


That 
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That you fo beauteous, and fo bright appear; The Gods they make, ungratefully deft 
Like to the dazling Orb that gilds the Sphere ? Their Parents, and the pa ' Pa roy 
Is itchofe balmy Sweets that ever dwell, rs of their Joy. 
Upon your Lips, that make you thus excell ? 
Is ic your Gefture, or your awful Mien, ernep emesis aie 
More fam’d than that of Beauty’s conqu’ring Queen? 
O tell me, is’t your rofie Cheeks that charm, 
And do with {uch reitftlefs Power warm ? 
Jsit your Look, or fome bewitching Smile, 
That does my Soul I know not how beguile ? 
Tcl me kind Fair (if f I may you cai) 
Is’t one of thefe great Charms, or is it al] ? 


din. , agg, 





On the Death of the Duke of Gloucefter. 


pA had no Crown could bribe his longer Stay 
Early to Heaven he took his deftin’d Way. 

How could he livein fuch an Age of Vice? 

The Phenix only dwells in Paradice; 


LF Tn i ci 
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EPIGR AM. 


AS Giron lately in the Temple fat, 
(Tho that’s a Place he comes but feldom at) 


An Acréstick. | 


OW happy, how Divine, 
-4 Happy, Oh! happy he that’s thine ; 
Fairas an Angel ftraight and Tall, 


One whole Drefsand Shape and all 
Should invite ev’n Gods.to fall, 

i fay my Mufe her Praife fing forth, 
Be ever telling of her Worth; 

It ail the nine united were, 
rains wou'd diforder’d be I Fear 
Were all the Mufes to appear ; 
Turn’dto Diftraétion, Fury, Heat, 
To undertake a Thame fo great, 
Hard Labour, Drudgery and Death 
Js all without you here on Earth, 
Lie up, and there’san end of Breath. 


a 
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A Sigh fent to his abfent Love. 


| Sent a Sigh unto my bleft one’s Ear, 

W hich loft ?its Way and never did come there: 
{ hatined after, left fome other Fair, 

Should mildly entertain this trav’ling Air, 

Bach tlowryGarden I did fearch for Fear 
icinighe miftdke a Lilly tor her Ear ; 

And having chére took Lodging might ftill Dwell 
Hous’d in the Concave of a Chriftall Bell. 

At laft, one frofty Morning I did Spy, 

[his Subtile Wand’rer Journeying in the Sky 5 
At tightof me it trembled, then drew n¢at ; 
Then grieving fell, and dropt into a Lear: 

l bore ir to my Saint, and prayd her take 
This new Born Off-fpring for the Mafter’s fake : 
She took it, and prefer’d ieto her Ear, 

And now it héars eachthing that’s whifperd there; 
© now lenvy Grief, when that lI fee, 

My Sorrow makes a Gem more Bleft than me: 
Yer licthe Pendant, Porter to the Ear, 

Lec noc my Rival hawe Admittance there ; 
but if by chancé a mild Accef8 he gain, 

I pon her Lip infliét a gentle Pain, 

Only for Admonition= When fhe, 

Gives ear tohim, at leaft Mie'l think of me. 





Ingratitude. 


7 hard that Poets cannot always live, 
Nor taft the Immortality they give ; 





He heard the Mobb difcourfing ia the Porch ; 
Pray Neighbours (he cries out) don’t, talkin 
(Church. 


Now wou’d you know why he reprov’d the Croud; 
‘Twas caufe he cou’d not fleep they talk’d fo loud. 
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Seeing a Lady at a Play cal'h The 


f 3 


Trip to the Jubilee. 


H E Scene feems now a Melancholy Place, 
Here Gaze, my. Eyes, here revel, and 
embrace, 


And prefs, and kifs, at every Glance that Face. 
Let both the Author, and his Play feek Rome, 
Beauty, I’m fare, keeps Jubilee at home. 





:? 


To a LADY under the Name of 


I 


S 


5 


Philomela. 


’M Charm’d I’m ravifh’d with thy Tuneful Song, 
Ne’cr may this Philomela lofe her Tongue. 

weet as The firft, Harmonioufly you move, 

y forrow fhe was taught, and you by Love. 





Upon feeing the Satyr againft 


———— 


Wit 
mangled by Rats, while other Papers 
that lay with it efcaped. 





To the Author. 


[or have J tug’d my Brain to find an Ufe, 


Fit for this Gleaning of thy barren Mufe, 


Evy’n Rats at laft have prov’d thee to be good, 
(So could not I ) and cull’d thee out for Food. 
Hail vaft Succefs of thy Ill-natur’d Pen ! 

Rat’s are to thee more merciful than Men 
Once for Bum-fodder fcarce enough efteem’d, | 
Art thou,ftrangeFate! now worthy Eating deem’d? 


Ne 
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No Wonder had this glorious Doom produc’d,. 
Were they to dull neceffity reduc’d: 
But by free Mafters of their Choice, to be 
Rais’d to fuch Honour ’midft Variety , 

Shews a peculiar Something in thy Strains, 
Beyond my Thought, and proper for thy Pains. 
Wilt thou Revenge thy nobly injur'd Caufe! 
Be greater Herve than Domitiin was} 

He ventur’d Royal {pleen.on harmlefs Flies, 
But of provoking Rats claim thou Reprife. 
From killing Rationals thy Phytick may, 
Stoop to fuch four-leg’d Animals as they ; 

Lay but one Dole to catch the daring Train, 
It wants not Venom, and foon proves Ratsbane. 


On Orpheus avd Margarita. 


Ail tuneful Pair!*fay,by what wondrous Charms, 

One fcap’d from Hell, and one from Greber’s 

| (Arms. 

When the foftT hracian ftruck the trembling ftrings 

The Winds were hufht, and furl'd their airy Wings. 
And figce the tawney Tufcan rais‘d her Strain, 

P 





Strikes his Sails and dozes on the Main. 
Treaties unfipifh’d in the Office fleep, 

And St yawns fer orders on the Deep. 
Thus equal Claims an equal Conqueft gain, 


To him highW oods and bending Timbercame 
So her Shrub wade. and neh Raho 
How both attraét the Mu/fes can relate, wk 

He Trees and Stones, She Minifters of St----2e, 
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De hhe Apple and the Horfe-Turd. 





A’ Apple falling from a Tree, 
VVhich near a River food, 

VVith Horfe-Turd in his Company 
VVas failing down the Fieod: 

VVhen Turd ambitious to difcourfe, 
A thing fo much above it, 

VVouid ingphy onverfation force, 

foe A’s down the River drove it. 

fe e-ord! Madam, what a pleafant Stream, 

ts Is this in which we ride ? 

S§6Sifter, How we two Apples fwim, 

The foul Sir-Reverence cry’d. 








MORAL 


or 
Oni Dy of the Kitcat Strain, 
With Wonders im ibe Sun a, 
Haith got a third Night once again; 
And Wondersbe bath done ¢, 
And now his Wings be fhakes, cocks Tail ; 
dnd boots thus on the Stage a ; 
Surely true Poers ne'er can fail, 
To pleafe «knowing Age 4. 








A DIALOGUE between Strephon and 
Phillis. 
C 


Sir.“ DHilis will my frequent Vows 
= 
a P Cruel Phillis never move? 


(8 ) 


Heav’n fiicli Sacrifice alléws 3 
And accepts a faithful Love. 
Phi. Heav’n may do it more than I 
Heaven the DifPrence can difcover, 
"Tween the real Truth and Lye; 
‘Tween the Swearer and the Lover.- 
Ser. Can you fee mealways dying, 
And not havea fecret Dread? 
Phi, Never, for’tis all but Lying, 
Since I never find you dead. 
Str. VVill you then no Pity have ? 
Phi. More than’s fit for fuch a Knave; 
You do much miftake the Bleiiing, 
If you think ’tis in pofiefiing: 
VVhen you have us in your Arms, 
Straight away diffolve our Charms ; 
All your Flames and Rapturesdead, 
Buried in the Nuptial Bed; 
If you'd have the Joy of Life , 
Never let me be your VVife. 
Str. Then I muft unhappy be ? 
Phi. Not if you're refolv’d like me: 
Str. Prithee how ? Phi, forbear the Toy! 
Never, never let’s enjoy! 
Still onlooming Blifsyou'll feed : 
Str, Faith lam convine’d, agree. 


¢ 





CHORUS of Bothy 


Bright Neétat’s more fragrant whilf Sparkling it 
glows | 
P’the Glafs : Far more fweet on the Bufh is the Rofe : 
The Plumb with the Bloom on’s more fair to the Eye, 
And Love whil/t untafted’s more quick,and'le meer dic 
Let’s dove, Look, and VVifh, andno farther arrive, 
Leak Subftance we lofe, whilft for Shadows we dive. 
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Pour Kings fhall meet within this Tile, 
And make great Triumph fora while, 
Dead Bones fhall tumble up and down 

In every City and in every Town ; 

Thefe VVars fhall never cea(e, 

Until one Herald fhall proclaim Peace; 
Such a Heral’d was never born, 

VVhofle Beard is Ficfh, his Mouth is Horn. 








Made on Mrs. Tofts. 


WV Hea Cloe fings, the Univerfe is Charm’d, 

And Heav’nit¥elf wich Harmony alarm’d: 
Her Accents reach th’Ethérial Choir, 

And call it’s wond’ting Angels down 

In ravith’d numbers, to admire, 

A Melody foft as their own. 


And fee the mighty Cupid too 
Defcending, with unbended Bow, 
Submiffively, toownhis Dart | 
Lef§ pow'rful than her Charming Art, 


That 
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That brought his Sov'raignty from above, 

To crown her, as of Mufick, Queen of Love. 
I once did Love, but had the Fate, 

To have the Love return’d with Hate; 

Lsut by’t le this Experience gain ; 

Tho’ lov’d, Ele never love again, 

But let God Bacchus drown my Care, 

For Wine’s the Armour I'le prepare 

To keep out Love, and that’s the way 

To beat the Roguith Boy away. 


ee OR, ewe 
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The Woolf and Porcupine. 


VWVritten during the late Peace. 


A Hungry Woolf that long’d tc dine, 
Upon a well-fed Porcupine ; 

Found Le had need of all his Skill, 

To tafte the Flefh and ‘{cape the Quill; , 
And therefore flily thus addreftys 
In fawning Terms, the wary Beaft. 

What is it Neighbour, that you fear ? 
What Enemy, what Danger’s near ? 


What means@hig Magazine of Arms? 
When Treaties fign’d fecure from Harms? 


When all Hoftilities mutt ceafe, 

Why fuctila Guard in time of Peace? 
W hy will you now ia Safety beat, 

The Barthen and Expence of War? 
To whom the crafty Beaft reply’d ; 
Thefe are not for Defence, but Pride; 
For trul igbbour, as you lay, 
They're wleteis at this time of Day ; 
And i fhould be of your Belief, 

Could I but fee you draw your Teeth. 


France is the nheedling Woolf, *tis plain, 
That gapes for Infctous bits 

And we know v bo’s the Porcupine, 
But that fhe wants the Wit, 

What need of Fleets or Armies naw, 
That once were England's Boalt ? 

France to our Artickes will bow, 
And Guard th Spanifh Coaft ; 

Lec us difarm our Men of ar, 
Since fhe fuck ftore Equips, 

She'll [ave us that Expence and Care, 
And Convey home our Ships. 











On the Duke of Marlborough his late 
Succe S By A.C, 


Cc A N Afarlborough faih of his Succefs in Fight, 
W hen Guardian Angels make him their Delight: 
No. He muft Vanquith and Triumphant Shine, 
That is protected by the Pow’rs Divine, 9) 
W hat Troops on Earth are able to withftand, 7 
The Mighty Force of Marlberougk’s conqu’ringHa 
Such Conquefts will for ever found his Fame, 
And wond’ring Nations muft adore bis Name. 
England rejoyces at kis happy State, | ( Lates 
While trembling France repent theis Pride toe 


HORACE, 


Liz. If. Ope Tt. Imitated. 


T HE Man that’s Refolute and Ju 
Firm to his Principles and Truft, 
Nor Hopes, nor Fears cap blind $ 
No Pafhions his Defigns controll, 
Not Love that Tyrant of the Soul, 
Can fhake his fteady Mind. 


Not Partiesfor Revenge engag’d, 

Nor Threat’nings of a Coure enrag’d, 
Nor Storms where Fleets defpair 

Not Thunder pointed at his Head ; 

The thattcr’d World may ftrike him dead 
Not touch fils Soul with Fear. ’ 


From this the G/ecian Glory rofe, 
By this the Romans aw’d their Foes, 
Of chis their Poets fing ; 
Thefé were the Paths the Heroes trod, 


‘Thefe Arts made Hercules a God, 


And Great Nefau a King. 


Firm on the rolling Deck he flood 
Unmov'd beheld the breaking t igod, 
With black’ning Storms cumbin’d ; 
Virtue, he ery’d, will force its Way; 
The Winds may for a while delay, 
Not alter our Delign. | 


The Men whom felfith Hopes inflaney~ ~~ os . 


Or Vanity aljures to Fame, 
May be, to Pears betray'd; 
But here a Church for Succour flies, 


Infulted Law expiring lyes, 
And loudly calls for Aid, 


Yes, a % yes: with ardent Zeal a 


I come, 
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See, Tools of arbitrary Sway, 
And Priefts, like Locufts, fcour away. 
Before the Weftern Wind! 


Law fhall again Fer Force refume; 

Religion, clear’d from Clouds of Rome, 
With brighter Rays advance ; 

The Britih Vicet thall rule the Deeps 

She Britif Youth, as rous’a from Sleep, 
Strike Terror into France. 


Nor fhall thele Promifes of Fate 
Be limited to my fhort Date ; 
When I from Cares withdraw; 
Still thall the Br tyb Scepter frand, 
Shall flourifh in a Female Hand, 
And to Mankind give Law. 


She fhall Domeftick Foes unite, 
Monarchs beneath her Flags hall fight, 
Whole Armies drag her Chain; © 

She fhall loft [Italy reftore, 
Shall make th’ Imperial Eagle foar, , 
» And give a King to Spain. 


But, know, Thefe Promifes are giv’n, 
Thele great Rewards Impartial sheay’a | 
Docs on thele Terms decress 











wounded Heart to chea, °" 9%” 
The wounding Hand to bind? , | 8 
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That. *rily -punifhing Mens Paults, 
San ie their Confciences and Thoughts 
Rift abfolutely Free. ' 


Let no falfe Politicks confine 
{in nasrow Bounds your vaft Defign, 
To make Mankind unite ; 
Nor think it 2 fuficient Caule 
- To punifi Men bv penal Laws, 
‘For not Believing Right. 


( 102) 


By Nobicr Aétions theirs condemn ; 
For what has been reproach’d in Them, 
Can ne'er be praisd in You. 


Who ne'er Compaflion knew : 


Thefe Subj-és fuit not with the Lyre ; 
Mute, to what Height doft thou afpire, 
Pretending to rehearfe 
The Thoughts of Gods, and Godlike Kings ; 
Geale, ceafe to leffen lofty Things, 
By mean, ignoble Verie! 


Rome, whofe blind Zeal deftroys Mankind, 
‘ Rome's Sons fhall your Compatfion find FINIS. 
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T the Defire of feveral Gentlemen and Ladies, it is propos’d for the Carrying on 
of the Diverting Poff, That inftead of the Monthly Publications, it fhall tor rhe 





Fucure contain Two Months Papers together, which will make 6 Pacquets the Year, be- 
inning with Mav.and Apr. 1706. Every Sub{criber to pay down 2 5.6 d. betorehand and 
‘oto have the whole Sett,and ihe Poft fhall be fenrto him or her,provided they Subicribe 

for Six, or a greater Number, into any Part of Exg/and, and that all but whe Subfcrib- 

ers fhall pay 6 d. a piece for every fingle Poft, and tor the S.tcs of the whole Year, 2. s. 

And for the Encouragement of the Swdicribers,they who fhall Subfcribe, or get Sub{cri pti. 

ons for Six, fhall have a Seventh Gratis. Subicriptions will be taken in at moft of the 

Noted CotteesHoufes, and Publick Ploces, in Town and Country, and the Subicription 
Money paid to Mr. Playford, at his Houte in Arunde? Street, near the Water-fide. 


Harmonia Sacra. The Firft Book, in Fo/i0, newly Reprinted with large Additions of 


Five excellent Anthems. By Mr. Henry Purcel/. Price Stitch d 6 Shillings. 
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rldelt Son to Kirg James 1. Leary Doke of Gleucr fier, younge{t Son to King Charéesl. 
‘William, Duke of Glogecfier, only Sonto Her Prefent Majfty, Queen anne. Which 
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)Fwe Hymns on Praifes ot Divine Mufick, Sett by Mr. Jer. Clark and Mr. Crofts. 
Price Stitch’d 6 d. bei 


Mifcellanea Sacra: Or Poems on Divine and Moral Subje&ts. Colle&edby N. Tare, 


E{q .. Servant to her Majefty. The Second Edition of fevcral Poems and Medicacions 
in Profe. Price Bound 2s. 6 d. we 


w Bubithed, Avfcellanea Sacra, being a curious Colle&tion of ‘Poems on 
pejects. Written by Bilhop Krag, Bifhop Kea, Sir* John crofts, 

t. bir. Foha Dryden, Mr. Prior, andother Celebrated Authors: To 

eee 3 thore Stheme ot an admirable Propofil for the Relief of our Poor - 

eee tent Of Trade: Humbly recommended to the Pervfal of all Pious and 

ek Petioas or bound with the former. 2 s. Price Sricch’d 6 d - 

Pe he Effigies of the Four young Proreftant Princes, King Edward VI. Prince Lierry, 








Four opera 7 g Princes.died in their Bud ot Youth. Neatly Engraved by S Grid. 
ler. Pri 6 d. , 

Delicie™ Poetice: Or, Paruaffus Difplay’d in a Choice Colleétion of very Valuuble 
Poems and Songs. Written by the moft Celebrated Wirs of the laft and prefenc Age. 
Colle&ted by a Gentleman, a Lover of the Mufes, and now made Publick for the En- 
tertainment of others, and Bound up with Apo//o’s Fealt : Or, Wits Entertainment: I is 
a pleafant Cordial 74/ip to be taken after the Three Dofes of Pills to Purge Melancholy. 
And recommended by Dr. “erry man. And both together, iiice Bound gs. The 4rh 


and laft Dofe of rhe Pills, which will make the Firlt Vol. compleat, will be fpe-dily 


Publifhed. Price Bound 6 d. 


T is hoped all Gentlemen, Ladies, and others, who incourag’d and pro- 

moted the Firft Years Diverting-Poft, for 1705. willdo the {ame for this, 
and have any Copies of Verfes, Heroical, Humourous, Gallant, Satyrs, Odes, 
pees Riddles, Receipts, Songs, Prologues, or Epilogues, @c. in Profe or 
Verfe, proper to infert in this Packet, are defired to fend them to Mr. Playford's 
Houfe in Aruxdel-Street in the Strand, the Usdertaker, who will infert them. 


__ Likewife, ifany Gentleman, @c. has any Original Poems upon Divine and 


sores SubjeZs, they are defired to {end them to #1. Playford, at his Houfe in 
Bpede/-Street in the Strand, who defigns very.{peedily to make a Choice 
meen of them, asa Second Part tothe Mifcellawea Sacra, above advertiled. 
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